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COPE-SXREET, 



THOMAS BBLL, M. D. 



Pf H E N from JEdim^s classkk feat 
Thou came^ Ury tasks qf youth camplet$y 

_ • • , 

J^repar*d to tread the path to Famij 
JPrepar'd to tt?m a wortiijf name ; 
The vjreath of Science botmd ihjf hraaii 
Thy bosom felt the honest glow^ 
Tken^ to each genuine feeling just^ 
TJty tutoTy fidihfid to his trusty 
Thy young ingenuous heaft approt/d^ 
And wish'd to honour whom it lotfd : 
Thou sougfU him in his cakn retreatf 
And laid thy laurels at his feet^ 
Then did ffioSe aged eyes impart 
The pleasure qf that consdous heart t 
That prescient lieart^ and eye sedate. 
Foretold and bles^d thy future fate. 
But now, alas, that eye is closed. 
That heart with kiruired dust reposed : 
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ii TO THOMAS BELL, f/L. D. 

Yet thauy who knew^-the spotless truth 
Of him who ^fomfd thy tender jfouth^-^ 



Who knew that in his guiltless breast 
The noblest virttfes iwH£ -to rest ; « 
Hum mlt not turn thine ear aweu/. 
Neglectful <^ his daughter's lay^ 
Who^ h/ this untried scene dismmfd^ 
To ^» her patron, looks Jor wl. 

M. i. 
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TO R. S. 



THE LITERAL TRANSLATOR. 



1 )EAR offspring of a brotlier lov'd. 

Who, while he foFm'd thy mind 
To ev'ry deed by Truth approved. 
The native taste refin'd ! 

For me, untaught in learned lore, 

Mafias sung in vain ; 
Nor could my anxious wish explore 

The Latian poet's strain* 

Thou broke the seal : — ^the glowing lays 

With raptur'd eyes I view : 
My grateful Muse the tribute pays,- 

The tribute is thy due. 



»•-- 



•» ». ■«' -.- 



CONTENTS. 

Xo Thomas BeU, M. D i 

To R. S. the Literal Translator ., ........ iii 

Account of MafFxus 1 

Argumentum • , • 2 

Argument • ^ 3 

JEneidos Liber XIII • • 4 

The Xnith Book of the iEneid 5 

The Negro, addressed to Edmijnd Burke 87 

Beaconsfield, the seat of Edmund Burke 95 

Letter from Edmund Burke to M. Shackleton. . . lOS 

and ^ 

of his son's having been lost at sea« • • J 
On a visit p^d to Ballitore by Edmund Burke > 

and his son. • . • ••.••••«*. ^ 

Mill-Park " • 117 

A Farewell to the North y.. . . 128 

To W. F. G. on the loss of his linnet, .*...• 131 

To the memory of S. E * 133 

-» 

'ITie Widow. « 1 39 

llie interment of V<^rus and his iegidns by GeriAanicui^ t49 

Ejntlialamium. To A. S. ^ * 155 

On a grotto made by childrw #....... 161 

On the death of my aunt 163 



On a report of Edmund Burke's de^th, and , 

^ '^ 107 



C O N T E N 'V S. 

Springmount 171 

< 

Lines written in a bower 177 

Returning from Dublin 179 

The Mother 183 

On the death of L M 189 

The bower of Philanthropy. ♦ 19S 

On seeing the grave of A. W 197 

The weeping wdllow. To T. C 201 

The shipwreck 203 

Written at the foot of a list of profiles. . . . 218 

Farewell to England 215 

Elegy. To A. S .219 

To S. H 233 

The withered flowers . 227 

To C. C. on his leaving BaUitore School. . •231 

The visit 233 

Extract of a Jotter from T, W 237 

On the aforesaid visit to Hagley Park 239 

On the death of my beloved father. . . . . . 241 

From Edmund Burke toM. L. on her father's death. . 247 

pn my father*s pprtrait 253 

To Peace, 255 

The ruined cottjige. , 259 

To I. S 265 

For R. S's. watch 269 

To F.. G 271 



^ 



^ .« 



CONTENTS. 

On W. L's. recovery from a fever 27S 

To' a friend on her marriage • • • 275 

Tb an absent friend « • . 277 

The 8ummer-ev,ening*s revel r 279 

The Sunmier-morning's destruction. • ... % 285 

Narraghmore wood. . • ^ • 289 

To the Sylphs 293 

To R. C. with his brother's profile. ,....•. 295 

Reply ^ 297 

CharleviUe forest 299 

Inscription on a bee-house ^ . 303 

To Dr. C. in hidia 305 

To B. H. on his marriage, 307 

The triumph of Terror. • , 309 

The invitation 313 

The Beggar 315 

On the death of Edmund Burke 317 

Letter from E. B 321 

Ballitore. 325 

View of Ballitore taken from Mount Bleak. . .351 

On E. S. leaving Ballitore , . 362 

To T. W 363 

On the marriage of T. B. and H. D. .. .... 364 

The poplar 305 

To Dr. B. on behalf of BaUitore Spaw^ ... .369 
On the death of L. C. aged six .371 



\ 



CONTENTS. 



V 



> 395 



Taste, . \ 373 

Joshua and Mary, the aged cottagers. • . . . . 374 
ITie unjust claim. .... . . • • . . . 379 

Abby's parlour 381 

To B. H. with his Aunt's profile 384 

The procession. . . ' 385 

On the death of my dear mother. . . . . . , 387 

To A. S. on his daughter's marriage 390 

View from Mount-Anvil .'.... 394 

To Edward Rushton, of Liverpool : on the recovwy ) 

of his sight. 

On reading poems by a Lady 397 

On the report of Charlcville Castle having been^ 

destroyed by an accidental fire, 

Lines written on a joyful event. ...... 401 

On the di :th of Edith L -, by R. S. . . . 403 

The Father to his Daughter, by the same 405 

On the birth of his grandson, by the same. • - - 409 

A Paraphrase on the second elegy of the first book *) 

t 412 
of Propertius, by the same j 

A Translation of the Nuptial song of Catullus, by 

J 414 
the same. --..- 

De iter fociendo nocte ad Coalbrook Vallem, 

> 416 

Auctore Ricardo Shackleton. 

' On travelling to Coalbrook Dale, in the night-time, ^ 



i "»» 



bv the same. 



4 



:imc,^ 



MAFFuEUS VEGIOj a Latin poetj bom at Lodi, 

in LoMBARDT^ in 1407, who urote several pieces in verse 

and prosej and ivas highljf admired in his time^ was 

the autfior of a Supplement to VirciLj which he called 

the ** Thirteenth Book of tlie Mneid!^ 



Juuus ScAUGER and Gerard Voscius lurce declared him 
a great poet. 



^ N E I D O S 



LIBER Xni. 



Mcrte Tumi Latiiu excmimantitr. 



1 URNUS ut extremo devictus Marte profiidit* 
Efiugicntem animam ; medioque sub agmine victor, 
Magnanimus stetit iEneas, Mavortius heros ; 
Obstupuere omnes, gemitumque dedere Latlni, 
Et durum ex alto removentes corde dolorem, 
Concussis cecidere animis, ecu frondibus ingens 
Sylva dolet lapsis boreali impulsa tumultu. 
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2'hc Latiam are disniatfed by the death of Tumus. 



W HEN now had ceas'd the long-continued fight. 
And Tumus, crushed beneath superior might, 
Pour'd forth his flying soul and dearest blood; 
And 'midst the army now victorious stood 
The dauntless chief, .®neas, mighty name, 5 

So long distinguished in the fields of fame ; 
Amaz'd, distressed, the drooping Latians groan. 
And in the bosom's deep recesses moan : 
They sink exhausted. Thus the graceful shade. 
When of its verdant foliage disarrayed, 10 

Mourns its lost leaves, ^%'hich the rude North has torn. 
And wild on wlujling blasts regardless bom. 
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Latini sese ^jtiece mbdtmt. 



Turn tela infigunt terrae, & mucronibus haerent; 
* Scutaque deponunt humeris, & proelia damnant ; 
■ Insanximque horrent optati Martis amorem, lO* 

Nee frenuin nunc coUa pati captiva recusant, 
Et veniam orare, & requiem finemque malorum* 






Sicut acerba duo quando in certamina tauri 
Concurrunt, largo miscentes sanguine pugnam ) 
Cuique suum pecus inclinat : sin cesserit uni 15 

Palnia duci, mox quae victo pecora ante favebant 
Nunc sese imperio subdunt victoris, & ultro 
Quanquam animum dolor altus habet, parere fiitentur. 
Non aliter Rutuli, licet ingens moeror adhausit 
Pectora pulsa metu casi ducis, indyta malunt 20 

Arma sequi, & Phygium iEnean foedusque precari 
Fids, & aeternain rebus belloque quietem. 
Tunc Tumum super assistens pladdo ore profatur 
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The Luliam .mbmil to ^li.ura-f. 



Ihc quivering weapons' points in earth are plac'd. 
And from their shoulders the broad sliiclds unbrac'd ; 
Whilst on their swords the drooping warriors lean, 15 
^fcWho late in eager transport sought the plain j 
^Hrhey curse the rage of battles, and abhor 
^HHie frantick wish which urg'd them on to war. 
^^^ow to the yoke their subject necks they bend. 

And pray that here the savage strite may end 20 

Of war destructive, and her cruel train. 

And meek-eyed Peace commence her bating reign. 

As when two bulls in furious iight engage, 

And streams of blood bespeak tlieir deadly rage. 

Each by his followers prompted still to dare 25 

The toils and perils of the doubtful war j 

Yet to the lordly victor of the field 

TTie adverse herds, howe'er reluctant, yield ; 

Thus the RutuUans yield, thus forc'd obey 

The Phrygian hero's power, and own his sway ; SO 

The lea^e of peace implore him to renew. 

And rest from war all suppliant now they sue. 

Beside his rival's corse the mighty man, 
The great .tineas, tlius compos'd began : 
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iENEIDOS LIBER XIII. 



JEneas ad Latinos concionatur. 



JEneas : Quae tanta animo dementia crevit 

Ut Teucros, superfim monitis summoque tonantis 25 

Imperio hue vectos, patereris, Daunia proles, 

Italia, & pactis nequicquam expellere tectis ? 

Disce Jovem revereri, & jussa fecessere Diviim. 

Magnum etiam capit ira Jovem ; memorcsquc malorum 

Sollicitat vindicta deos. En ultima tanti 30 

Meta furoris adest, quo, coptra jura fidemque, 

Iliacam rupto turbasti foedere gentem. 

Ecce suprema dies, aliis exempla sub ae\^um 

Venturum missura, Jovem ne temnere frustra 

Fas sit, & indignos bcUorum accendere motus. SS 

Nunc armis laetslre tuis: heu, nobile corpus, 

Turne jaces! At non tibi erit Lavinia parvo 

Nee dextra tamcn iEnese cecidisse pudebit. 

Nunc, Rutuliy hinc auferte dueem vestrum, arma virumque 
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jEncas harangues the Latians. 



■ Whence sprung this madness, Turnus, in thy mind, 35 

' oppose the fate the ruhng Gods design'd ; 

' expel the Trojans from the destin'd land. 
Their dwelling fix'd by Jove's supreme command ? 
mortals, learn !iow vain your efforts prove, 

nd bow in rev'rence to the will of Jove. 40 

riic Gods inccns'd beiield your hosts contend, 
And Justice' holy bands in sunder rend. 
The broken league and violated laws 
The Gods beheld ; the Gods espous'd our cause ! 
To future ages be this day a sign, 45 

And let none dare contemn the pow'rs divine. 
Nor rashly kindle war with all its woes, 
For vengeance surely waits to punish those. 
Now, Turnus, now, thy thirst of blood is o'er. 
The pride of arms shall gtad thy heart no more. 50 
Ah me! thy noble form in silence lies, 
For ever lost to thee the beauteous prizej 
Yet shall thy spirit not disdain to own 
Twas by my hand thou fell, and mine alone. 
Advance, Rutulians, take the sad reUef, S5 

the body of your brcatliless chief. 
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jEneas ad Latinos amcionatur. 



Largior, atque omnem deflendae mortis honorem. 40 

•Sed quae Pallantis fuerant ingentia balthei 

Pondera transmittam Evandro, ut solatia cseso 

Haudlevia hoste ferat, Turnoque exultet adempto. 

Vos memores tamen, Ausonii, melioribus uti 

Disdte bellorum auspiciis. Ego sidera juro, 45 

Nunquam acies, nunquam arma libens in pradia movi, 

Sed vestris actus funis defendere toto 

Optavi (& licuit) Trojanas robore partes. 

Nee fatus plura .£neas se Ixtus ad altos 

Vertebat muros, & Troi'a tecta petebat: 50 

Una ipsa Teucrorum omnis conversa juventus 

Exultans sequitur, volucresque per arva pedum vi 

Quadrupedes dtat incusans acriore Latinos, 

Ignavosque vocans : strepit altus plausibus aether. 

£t, quamvis inhumata rogis dare corpora surgat 55. 

Ingens cura animo, sociosque imponere flammis^ 



•M. 10. 496. 
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.'Eneas hnranaues the Lillians. 



His arms I yield, and to his gallant shade 
Be ev'ry funeral honour freely paid. 
But the rich belt, which once my Pallas wore. 
To sad Evander's sight I must restore ; 
So shall his aged heart some solace gain, 
iTius shall he triumph over Turnus slain. 
Taught by the past, Ausonians, cease to rage. 
And future wars with better omens wage, 
For me, 1 swear by the bright lamps of night 
That with reluaance I engag'd in fight. 
But, by your fury urg'd, my Trojan tniin 
I hasten'd to defend, nor fought in vain !" 

Here ceas'd the chief, and with elated mind 
To gain the Trojan tents his steps inclin'd : 
His steps the sprightly youth of Troy attend, 
And spur their steeds, and with applauses rend 
The echoing air, resounding far and wide, 
■Whilst scorn and taunts the Latian bands deride. 
But great iEneas, thou^jjh Iiis mighty mind, 
"With pity mov'd, the flaming piles design'd, 
And all the honours sacred to tlie dead, 

diiinant bicd, — . 



figjiting 
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Sacrfficia actioque gratiarum. 



Majus opus tamen iEneas sub pectore volvens 
Primum aris meritos superiim mandabat honores. 
Turn pingues patrio jugulant ex more juvencos^ 
Immittuntque sues, niveasque in templa bidentes 60 
Purpuream efRiso pulsantes sanguine terram : 
Viscera diripiunt, & caesim in frusta trucidant 
Denudantque grcgcm, & flammis verubusque remittunt. 
Turn vina efiundunt pateris & dona Lyad 
Accumulant ; plenis venerantur lancibus aras ; 65 

Thura ignes adolent ; onerata altaria fumant. 
Turn plausus per tecta movent, magnumque tonantem 
ExtoUunt, Veneremque, & te, Saturnia Juno, 
Jam pladdam; & meliorem ingenti laude fatentur, 
Mavortemque ipsum : turn caetera turba deorum 7o 
In medium effertur, summis cum vocibiis altos 
Perlata ad coelos. Ante omnes gratior unus 
.£neas duplices mittebat ad .£thera palmas, 
£t puerum pauca ore dabat complexus lulum: 
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Sfuri/icei and than Ls^f king. 



Yet greater thmights suspend these gen'rous cares. 
The ofTrings due of sacritlce and prayers, 
Vow'd to the Gods, the pious prince prepares. J 
With Trojan rites the \-ictims forth they lead ; 
The swine, the snow-white sheep, the heifers bleed ; 
With spatter'd gore the temples' Boors are dy'd ; 
The flesh and bowels ready hands divide 
The flames, enrich'd with morsels, bright 
And groaning sptts beneath their burden bend. 
With Bacchus' sparkling gifts the cups are" crown 'd, 
And altars, breathing incense, blaze around, 
With peals of joy the temples' roofs resound : 
Wbih; ev'ry lip extols the thundering Jove, 
The God of battles, and the Queen of love. 
And thee, Satumian Juno, now resign'd 
The deadly hatred of thy lofty mind : 
With praises loud thy kindness is confest. 
And an the heav'nly pow'rs with thanks addrest. 
But from the crowd the Trojan chief retir'd. 
No witness to his vows his soul desir'd, 
■ Then folding to his heart his hope and joy, 
Tl»e young lulus, thus address'd the boy : 



80 
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JEneas ^filium compellut. 



NatC) in quo spes una patris, per tanta laborum 75 
Quern variis actus fatis discrimina duxi, 
Ecce inventa quies ; ecce ilia extrcma malorum 
jSrumnis factura modum acceptissima semper 
Atque optata dies, quam, dura in bella vocatus, 
Saepe tibi diis auspicibus meminisse futuram 80 

Jam memini : nunc te, cum primum Aurora rubebit 
Crastina, sublimem Rutulorum ad moenia mittam. 
Dchinc se ad gentem Diacam volvebat ; & alto 
Pectore verba trahens blando sic ore locutus : 
O socii, — per dura ac densa pericula vecti, 85 

Per tantos bellorum sestus, duplicesque furores 
Armorum, per totque hyemes, per quicquid acerbum, 
Horrendum, grave, triste, ingens : per quicquid iniquum 
Infoustum & crudele foret, — convertite mentem 
In melius : jam fmis adcst, hie meta malorum 90 
Stabit, & optatam Latia cum gente quietem 
Jungemus : dabit inde mihi Lavinia conjux. 
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^iinras addresses his son. 



•* liilus, thou, thy £uher's joy and pride. 

Who with thy sire his toils and dangers tried^ 

Thy sire, so long by various fortunes tost, 

lUs projects baffled, and his wishes crost. 

Behold the day of rest arriv'd at last, 105 

The welcome hour which crowns our labours past. 

This was the day I know u-as long foretold. 

The Gods approving, we should yet behokL 

Thee in full state to morrow I intend. 

To the Rutulian waUs, my son, to send.*' 110 

Then thus his troops the conquering prince addrest. 

Smiles on his fips and rapture in his breast : 

•* Companions, — who my fiites undaunted bore. 

New tost on seas, now harass'd on the shore. 

Now by the n^ng strife of arms endos'd, 115 

And now to winter's deadly cold expos'd. 

By danger, grief and toil so often worn. 

My vet'rans brave, — to happier prospects turn ; 

For here our lengthened labours all shall cease, 

Now shall we hail the long-desired peace : 120 

Mix'd vnth theLi.ian line, the prgop y band 

That jcnns us ^:J\ be £iir Lavi|pVh^nd: 
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JEneas Trqjanos compellat. 



Bello acri defensa, Italo cum sanguine mixtam 
Trojanam transferre aeterna in secula gentem. 
Unum oro, socii, Ausonios communiter xquo 95 

Ferte animo, & vosmet socero observate Latino; 
Sceptrum idem sublime geret. Sententia mentem 
Haec habet : at bello vos & praestantibus armis 
Discite me, & pietate sequi ; quae gloria nobis 
Cesserit in promptu est : sed (coelum & sidera testor) 100 
Qui vos tantorum eripui de dade malorum, 
klem ego sub majora potens vos prsemia ducam. 
Talibus orabat : variosque in pectore casus 
Praeteritos volvens, partamqne labore quietem 
Haud parvo, nimium ardenti exundabat amore 105 
In Teucros, gravibus tandem evasisse pencils 
Exultans : velut exiguis cum ex arthere gyrans 
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JEneas addresses his Troops. 



Then shall the IVojan and Italian blood 

Through unborn ages roll a mingled flood. 

Companions brave, now let th'Ausonians prove 125 

With you the compact of fraternal love: 

Latinus, venerable prince, obey. 

Be his the regal pow'r and sovereign sway. 

This I res#ve : but in the fields of fame. 

To lead you still to deeds of arms I daim. ISO 

And, as before the righteous Gods I bend. 

So may your pious prayers to heav'n ascend : 

The ^ory which my better fortunes yield. 

Now to admiring nations is reve'al'd ; 

Yet witness heav'n, and ev'ry lucid star, 185 

That I, who snatch'd you from the wreck of war, 

My Trojans, I will lead you on to fame. 

Still worthier of your deeds, and of your name." 

Thus whilst he spoke^ within his mind arose "^ 

The thoughts of present peace and former woes, > 140 

And with full tides his swelling heart overflows. J 

With ardent eyes his much-lov*d band he view'd. 

And hail'd their safety from the field of blood. 
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Mnece L(Ptiti(v. 



Incubuit puUis, & magno turbine milvus 

Insiliens avido ore furit, stragemque minatur: 

Turn cristata ales, perculso pectore, mater 110 

Consurpt misero natorum exterrita casu, 

Rostrum acuit, totisque petit conatibus hostem, 

Et multa expulsum vi tandem cedere cogit ; 

Dehinc perturbatos crocitans exquirit, & Cftmes 

Attonitos cogit pro charis anxia natis, 115 

Et tanto ereptos gaudet superesse periclo : 

Non secus Anchisa genitus mulcebat amicis 

Trojanos dictis, antiquum corde timorem 

Flagrantesque a^tans curas, & gaudia lon^s 

Tandem parta malis; & quae perferre molestum 120 

Ante fuit meminisse juvat, Verum altior idem 

Ingenti & clara ^neas supereminet omnes 

Virtute excellens, & pro tot numina donis 

Exorat, summisque Jovem cum laudibus efFert. 
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So u'hen tbe isle ricaoniit» r>rrg 121 

With wheefij^ fi^^ aacak±=!r ^rrci :c. sri, 145 

Where mm the psrssr 

SedL the vaim i^sker. vti n 

With &haipe&*d besk, zimZ -m^kit-dxriCiifid csir. 

The foe prepire& to »ir 22t rr^^scr n^-s-: 

The noocher, a3 aSsrzi'i. iiji!i rfor* icr crast, ;» 

And beats vith fcn'rr:;^ ^ -^ - - 

Stroi^ is the 
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And guards her c^frir*^ frici ii1=::^« 
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And the 
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And joys to ^ead L=r TLiiVlr-r wincs 2§«is 
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With soothii^ xcezza cLirzi'i =5ci irirricr's irir.d; 
From his ight bsnz tie accr.-s< cf i:-£"nrg 5\. :o»3 
Or but femenafaeT'd to 



* - 



-1 %- • . 



And 



ct ^ 



be to hsz! dje pcv'rs 



s kve 
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Latinontm Sf Rutulorvm qfflictio. 



Interea Rutuli magnum & miserabile fiinus 125 

Exanimumque ducem tulerant sub tecta frequentes, 
Correpti moerore animos, largumque pluentes 
Imbrem oculis, & jam lato damore Latinum 
Defessum, & varios agitantem pectore casus 
Complerant: qui postquam altos crebrescere questus, ISO 
'•'Et Tumum ingenti confossum vulnere vidit, 
Haud tenuit lachrymas; dehinc moestum lenit agmen, 
Corripuit manibus verbisque silentia ponens. 
Ceu spumantis apri quando per viscera dentes 
Fuknineos canis excepit praestantior omni 135 

Ex numero; tunc infausto pertenita casu 
Caetera turba fugit btratum, atque ore magistrum 
Circumstans querulo pavitat, magnoque ululatu 
Infremit, ac commota manu dominique jubentis 
Ore silet, gemitumque premit, seseque coercet: 140 
Haud aliter Rutuli suppressa vpce quierunt. 
Tunc sic illachrymans rex alto corde Latinus 
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Distress qf Lattmts and the Jtutulians. 

Meantime the sad Rutulians, pierc'd with grief, 16S 

With streaming tears lament their breathless chief: 

The lifeless corse is slowly born along, 

The corse surrounded by a mourning throng. 

And now the gath'ring sounds approaching near. 

The plaintive clamours smite Latinus' ear; I70 

Pensive he sat, with anxious cares opprest, 

Revdving various chances in his breast. 

And now he hears the cause of all their wo. 

That Tumus, crush'd beneath a mighty blow, 

Now breathes no more; his bosom heaves with sighs, i'5 

And tears fast streaming dim his aged eyes. 

Gently he wav'd his hand, their grief restrain'd^ 

And silence through the mournful army reign'd. 

As when the foaming boar his life defends, 

And with fell fangs the pack's bold leader rends, 180 

Aloof his fellows gaze with sad surprise. 

And round their master utter fearful cries ; 

Till, aw'd to silence by his threat'ning hand. 

They cease complaining, and obsequious stand. 

So the RutuUans stotxl with voice supprest, 185 

WMst thus tJie careful prince with heaving breast ; 
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Latinus sese lamentatur. 



Verba dabat: Quantos humana negotia motus 

Altemasque vices miscent ! quo turbine fertur 

Vita hominum ! O fragilis damnosa superbia sceptri ! 145 

O fiiror ! O nimium dominandi innata cupido, 

Mortales quo caeca vehis? quo gloria tantis 

Inflatos transfers animos quaesita peridis? 

Quot tecum insidias, quot mortes, quanta malorum 

Magnorum tormenta gens? quot tela^.quot enses 150 

:^te oculos (si cernis) habes? heu dulce venenum, 

£t mundi lethalis honos! heu tristia regni 

Munera, quae haud parvo constent; & grandia rerum 

Pondera, qux nunquam phacidam promittere pacem. 

Nee fequiem conferre queant ! heu sortis acerbae 155 

£t miserae regale decus, magnoque timori 

Suppositos regum casus pacique negatos ! 

Quid, Turne, ingenti Ausoniam movisse tumultu, 

£t dura iEneadas turbasse in bella coactbs? 
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Latinits laments his awn situatum. 



•* What changes on the lot of man await! 

What tcUsj what tumults vex his transient state; 

Wlukt restless as the rapid whirlwind's strife^ 

Speeds the short drde of his busy life ! 190 

How oft, though mighty hands the sceptre guide,. 

How oft in ruin ends its towering pride! 

Desire of rule, and thirst of boundless sway 

Have blindly led unthinking j^en astray: 

O glory! through such mighty perils sought, 195 

To what thy haughty vot'ries hast thou brought? 

For in thy path innumVous ills abound. 

There snares and death in ev'ry form are found. 

Envehom'd are thy sweets with deadly hate. 

Too dearly purchased all thy glittering state: 200 

The cares of empire crush the weary mind. 

And pbdd quiet is for these resign'd. 

The sparkling circle on the regal brow " ' 

But marks the victim of superior wo : 

Hard is the fate of kings, to tumults prone, 205 

And wars & dangers shake th*unsteady thrbne. 

Why, Tumus, hast thou caus'd these mighty harms ? 

Why fill'd Ausonia's land with ^-ars alarms. 

And mov*d the Trojans' martial band to arms? 
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Turni , temeritaiem Laiinus lamentatur. 

Quid juvat & viohsse sacrae promissa qmetis 160 

Pignora ? quae tibi tanta animo impatientia venit ? 
Ut MartQin cum gente deiim jussuque tonantis 
Hue vecta gereres, & nostris peUere tectb 
Ultro instans velles, nataeque abrumpere foedus 
Pollidtae genero iEnese, & me bella negante 165 

Dura movere manu ? quae tanta insania mentem 
Implicuit ? quoties te in saevi Martis euntem 
Agmina, suUimemque in equo & radiantibus armb 
Tentavi revocare, & iter suspendere . cceptum 
Conipui, & pavitans cedentem in limine frustra ? 170 
Inde ego quanta tuli ? testantur moenia tectk 
Semirutis magnique glbentes ossibus agri, 
£t Latium toto vacuatum robore, & ingens 
Exitium, Quviique humana caede rubentes. 
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J.atinus lamtnits the rashness q/' Turmis. 



Wbal boots it to have rent the sacred ties 210 

Of compact made before th'attesting skies ? 

Why did thy spirit with impatience rage, 

And headlong thus the deadly combat wage 

Against those chiefs, a heav'n-descended band. 

Who sought these shores by mighty Jove's command ? 215 

My faith I plighted, and my daughter's love, 

Yet with what madness did thy fury move ! 

In vain I reason'd, I forbade in vain, 

Tliou spreadst the waste of slaugther oe'r the plain. 

^VhiIit tltou thy fiery steed exulting prest, 220 

Sublime in radiant arms and tow'rin^ crest, 

Seeking with fearless soul the scene of blood. 

Where cruel Mars in direful triumph rode ; 

How oft would I have call'd thee from the strife, 

Wiiilc trembling for thy honour or thy life ! 225 

But what 1 sufler'd, wliat the woes I bare. 

Let my fall'n tow'rs and ruin'd towns declare ; 

My feriQe fields, once pleasant to the sight, 

with the bones of slaughter'd Latians white ; 

iagdom draiii'd, its rivers red with gore 2S0 
myriads bleeding on the pvrpic shore j 
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Mortem Tumi deplorat LaUrms. 

. £t longi trepidique metus, durique labores, 175 

Quos toties senior per tanta pericu|a cepi. 
At nunc, Turne, jaces! Ubinam generosa juventae 
Gloria, & excellens animus? quo splendidus altac 
Frontis honos? quonam ilia decens it frontis imago? 

. Ab i quantas Dauno lachrymas acresquc dolores, 1 80 
Turne, dabis ? quanto circumfiuet Ardea .fletu ? 
Sed non degeneri & pudibundo vulnere fossum 
Aspidet! saltem hoc miserae solamen habebit 

Mortis, ut .^jieae Trojani exceperis cnsem! 

Haec fatus, lachrymisque genas implevit obortis; 185 

Tum sese ad turbam volvens, miserabile carpus 

AttoUi, & charum mocsti genitoris ad urbem . 

Deferri, atque pios fieri mandabat honores. 

Mox circumfusi Rutuli toto aemine caesum 
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I^tirms laments the death of Turuus. 

Myself with ^ge and perils sore opprest. 

Unwonted cares have broke my needful rest. 

Now, Turnns, there th^ faded glories lie, 

Where the bright flame that fed tHy sparkling eye ? 23.5 

Where is the noble front, the dauntless mien ? 

And where the gallant mind in danger all serene ? 

Alas ! what tears shall hapless Daunus shed ! 

How shafl the streets of Ardea wail the dead ! 

Yet shall thy sire thy fell unblushing view, 240 

Through no dishonest wound thy spirit flew : 

And may this thought his grief with triumph blend, 

Twas but to great j£neas thou could'st bend !" 

He spoke, and wept, then turning to the crowd. 

Who round the breathless chief in sorrow bow'd, 245 

He bade them wth the lovM renains retire 

To the lorn city and the mournful sire. 

There pious honours on the dead bestow. 

And sooth with fiin'ral rites the mighty wo. 

His wise commands the pensive troops obeyed, 250 

And, gathering round, a spacious circle made: 

Then the slain youth with gentle hands they rear. 

Weep o'er his wounds, while on th'untimcly bier^ 
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TWtu carpus Latinus reddit. 



Sublimem ingenti juvenem posuere feretro. 190 

Miilta super Teucriim raptorum insignia secum, 

Et galeas, & equos, ensesque & tela ferentes; 

Post cumis Phrygia su^^tes caede sequuntur. 

It lachrymans, & ducit equum docta arte Metiscos* 

Rorantem, & fletu madidum qui vexerat ante 195 

^^ctorem Turnum, atque hostili strage furentem. 

Hinc alii versa arma gerunt ; turn caetera pubes 

Plens sequitur, largisque humectat pectora guttis. 

Et jam fessi ibant per muta silentia noctis 

Cacdentes sese, gressumque in tecta Latinus 200 

Flexerat ; ingenti turbatus funere mentem. 

Una omnes lachrymas matres, puerique, senesque 

Fundebant, moestam implentes mugitibus urbem. 

Insdus at tantos Daunus superesse dolores, 

Et natum, extremo consumptum Marte, superbam 205 
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jAtliniis sends the body of Turmts liume. 



His graceful linibs with decent care are plac'd, 
Th 'untimely bier with martial trophies grac'd; 255 

'ITicse crested helms, tliose swcjrds and arro\ss l«>rc, 
Whose bloody points still smok'd with Phr)gian gore. 
. Metiscus next advances on the plain, 
H^Whilst briny show'rs his manly cheek distain : 
I He leads the warrior-steed, the steed -which late 2&J 
Bore his brave master to the field of fate. 
When ev'ry pulse with native courage beat. 
And battle's thund'ring din was musick sweet. 
Next with inverted arms a train appear, 
And melancholy youths bring up the sorrowing rear, 26.5 
Their bosoms wet with tears of duteous love^ 
"I'hrough the dead stillness of the night they move, 
Latinus sees them go ; his steps he turn'd, 
KAnd sought the Latian tents and inly mourn'd. 
P^Satrons, old men, and boys, with niingi'd cries 27» 
And loud complainings, pierce tlie pitying skies. 
Not yet the heavy news to Daunus flew. 
Not yet his son's untimely fate he knew, 
'fliat his brave spirit sought the shades below. 
And that his fall gave conquest to the foe \ Z^S 
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\ 



Ardea confiagrans. 



Efiundisse animam, largisque ad moenia dud 

Cum lachrymis : alios gemitus curasque fovebat ; 

Namque ex diversa caderent dum parte Latini, 

£t calido Turnus foedaret sanguine terram, 

Urbem ingens flamma & muros invaserat altos, 210 

Fumabatque rutis miseri patris Ardea tectis, 

El: tota in cinerem vergebat, & astra favillx 

Altivolx implebant ; nec spes plus uUa salutis : 

Sive quidem sic diis placitum est, seu praesda Turni 

Signum ut fata darent horrendo marte perempti. 215 

Extemplo concussi animos, turbataque cives 

Pectora csedentes, miserandae sortis iniquum 

Deflebant casum, longoque ex ordine matres, 

Atque avidos totis fiigiebant viribus ignes. 

Ac veluti cum nigra cohors posuere sub alta 2220 
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Ardea in Jlames. 




Knew not that even now approaching ne?.r 




His followers bore him lifeless on the bier : 




■ 


Far other cares his weary mind opprest. 




■ 


Far other fears alarm'd his aged breast ; 




1 


For whikt the Latians fell with many a wound. 
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^ 


■And Tumus* blood yet reek'd upon the ground. 






Ev'n in that hour of tate tlie flames aspire, 






And wrap liis Ardea's stately walls Jn fire. 






Columns of ruddy smoke invade the sky, 




-.A 


j^d high in air the whirling cinders fly : 


28.5 


rhe tailing roofe with hideous crash resound. 




i 


tifrty is fled, and danger stalks around. 






PIHiether the Gods decreed this dire event, 






)r whether fate prophetic warning sent, 






Vf tlus dread sign, of Turnus' overthrow. 
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lis stately dty lies in ashes low. 






KTuh terror, anguish, and amazement fillM, 






And the dread waste with streaming eyes beheld. 






'fhe sons of Ardea shunn'd the Iiorrid siglit. 






And trembling matrons urg'd their speedy flight. 
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So when the sable ants, with patient care, 


' 




Their dwellings and their magazines prepare. 


II 
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jirdeatuni dolores. 



Arbore, & in fissa ndke cubilia longo 

Formicae instantes open, ^ dura securis 

Incumbat, vei::8oque infringat culmine parvas 

Saeva casas, mox certatim sese agmine sparso 

Corripiunt, moestseque fiiga, trepidacque feruntur. 225 

£t velut ignltum testudo eversa calorem 
_ • 

Cum senut, luctata diu, pedibusque renitens*, 

Caudam agitsmsque caput, magna vi cedere tentat, 

iEstuat ; & multa insidians conamina miscet : 

Haud aliter miseri per tanta pericula dves 230 

Jactabant sese, & turbata mente ferebant. 

Ante omnes senio confectus ad ^thera voces 

Fundebat querulas Daunus superosque vocabat. 

*Tum vero e mediis visa est consurgere flammis, 

Pefcussisque ales vofitare per aera pennis, 2S5 

Indicium nomenque urbis versac ardea servans 
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Sufferings o} Hie Ardeons. 



Where the tall tree extends its leafy shade, 
Amid the spreading roots securely laid ; 
Should the fell axe inflict the ruthless wound, "J 300 
-To lay the verdant honours on the ground, > 

[ JVnd ev'ry little cell in dust confound : J 

[ Alarm'd, distrest, the frighted squadrons move, 
[.And here and there in wild disorder rove. 
[ Or as a tortoise, if a cruel hand 305 

■lay on his shelly back the flaming brand ; 
KSoon as his tender body feels the heat, 
[Vffc shakes his head, he writhes his struggling feet, 
I'iEach effort tries, finds ev'ry effort vain, 
lAnd madly rages with the torturing pain. 310 

■Hius torn with grief, thus harassed and dismay'd, 
liThe .wretched Ardeans, all disorderd, strayd. 
Above the rest the aged Daunus moans, 
And oft invokes the Gods with piercing _groans. 
But, strange to tell, from out the furious flame, ^15 
A bird, on soaring wing, uninjur'd came : 
The ruin'd city in this sign survives. 
And in the bird the name of Ardea lives ; 
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Daunus corpori JiUi occurrit. 

% ■ __ 

Et cui sublimes stabant in mcenibus arces, 

Mutata efiusis nunc circumlabitur alis. 

Attoniti novitate omnes, monitisque Deorum 

Haud parvis confusi, humeros atque ora tenebant, 240 

At Daunus patriae ardenti concussus , amore 

Eversx, duros gemitus sub corde premebat. 

Haec inter magno volitans praenuncia mota 

Fama ruit, latisque animos ^ clamoribus impiety 

Adventare novum multo cum milite fiinus, 244 

Et Turnum exaiiimem, & lethali vukiere victum. 

Mox turbad onmes nigras duxere frequentes 

Incensas ex more faces; ardentibus agri 

Collucent flammis: dehinc se venientibus addimt: 

Quos postquam toto videre ex agmine matres^ 250 

Percussis vocem palmis ad sidera tollimt. 

At Daunus, chari ut patueruht fiinera nati^ 

Substitit} fc demum ingmti correpta ddore 
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Datmus meets tlic corse of his son. 



And she, whose lofty tow'rs once pierc'd the skies. 
Transformed now, on outstretched pinions flies. . 320 
Astonish'd at the change, and at the sign. 
All bow'd in silence to the hand divine. 
But Daunus, who his hapless city lov*d 
With fervent zeal, with passion unreprovM, 
Beheld its fate with anguish ill supprest, 325 

And hid his stifled sorrows in his breast. 
Prophetic fame now warns the trembling train, 
That, near approaching o'er the dusky plain, ^ 
Moves a strange fun'ral with a martial band. 
And ev*ry ensign of supreme command : 330 

Twas Tumus sure whose noble corse they brought. 
On whom foul death his direftil triumph wrought. 
Swift at the word tliey rush with wild affright, 
And blazing torches diase the gloom of night ; 
They see their much-loVd captain born along, 33^ 

And join, with loud laments, the funVal throng : 
The matrons cjap their hands with frantick cries. 
And plaintive clamours strike the starry skies. 
When now his son's funereal pomp he view'd. 
Awhile aghast the wretched Daunus stood; 340 



36 JENEIDOS LIBER XIII. 



Super JiUi corptis Daunus lavientatur. 



Ora movens, medium sese furibundus in agmen 

Proripuit: Turnumque super prostratus, & haerent, 255 

Quum primum fari potuit, sic edidit ore: 

Nate, patris dolor, & fessx miseranda senectac 

Rupta quies! quo me, tantis jactate peridis, 

Duxisti, et saevis tandem devicte sub annis? 

Quo tua me praestans animi constantia vezit? 260 

Hie clarae virtutis honos, & gloria sceptri? 

Hoc magni decus imperii? talesne triumphos, 

Nate, refers? haec ilia quies promissa parenti 

Afflicto toties? haec meta optata laborum? 

Heu miserum! quam praedpites labentia casus 265 

Saeda agitant ! quanto volvuntur fata tumultu ! 

Qui jam sublimes refercbas clarus honores, 

£t magnus toto in Latio, quem Troes in armis 

Horrendum, & trepidi toties sensere furentem:— • 
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Daunus laments over the corse of his son. 

Then rais'd his eyes, and, torn with passion wild, 
Rush'd through the weeping army to his child. 
Long to the clay-cold corse the father clung. 
And o'er the bier in speechless anguisli hung ; 
At lengtli his bursting griefs an utt'rancc found, 345 
And thus he spoke, his words in sorrow drown'd : 
** My son, thy father's grief, whose peace is lost, 
Tliy hapless are O whither hast thou tost ? 
And hath thy valour earn'd this doleful day, 
1 0)nquer'd at length, and fall'n to fate a prey ? S50 
lis this the honour by thy courage won? 
lis this the sceptre I design'd my son ? 
wAxc tliese grim wounds fair empire's promis'-d charms, 
[■And these the triumphs of thy conqu'ring arms? 

this the quiet my worn age desir'd ? 355 

the reward to which my hopes aspir'd ? 
! what change in time's swift varying tide 
he fates roll on to sorrows yet untried! 
A'ho so late in highest glory rose, 
Rever'd through Latium, dreaded by his foes, 360 
Who on their rear so oft with fury fell, 
L.That happy he who 'scnp'd thtir lot to tell : — 
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Continua lamentatio. 



Pondera! Quid misero genitori plura paratis, 

O super! ? natum rapuistis! & Ardea flanunis 290 

Consumpta in dnerem versa est! nunc aethera pennis 

Verberat ! ah me, Tume, tua plus caede cruento ! 

Deerat adhuc fors ista patris suprema senectae. 

At vero tali se res cum foedere versant 

Ut, quern infesta furens miserum fortuna moratur, 29« 

Blum omni petat infrendens, & turbine cogat. 

Dixerat ; & multa illachrymans largo ora rigabat 

Imbre, trahens duros gcmitus rapidosque dolores : 

Qualis, ubi incubuit validus Jovis unguibus ales, 

Et parvum efiuso divulsit sanguine foetum, 300 

Cerva videns miscri turbatur funere nati. 

Postera lux latum splendore impleverat orbem; 

Tunc pater infractos fatali Marte Latinus 

Defecisse videns Italos, totamque potenti 

Cedere fortunam ^neae; bellique tumultum, 305 
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Cmtiniwd hiuicntaiion. 



And now, ye Gods, what liave ye yet in store 385 
To heap upon th'afflicted father more ? 
'Twas you ordain'd my gallant son should b!eed ! 
My flaming city your commands decreed ! 
I-ov'd Ardea, my sdace and my care, 
Nowbcatswitli outstrctch'd wings the yielding air! 390 
But, Turnus, for thy death my sorrows flow ; 
TTiis stroke was wanting to complete my wo ! 
Tis destin'd thus to mortals (bitter day !) 
What fortune leaves us, death must rend away." 
He spoke ; and briny torrents bathe his eyes, 395 
His bosom pants with groans and heaving sjgha : 
As, when the tow'ring eagle seeks the kwn. 
And rends, with ruthless l>eak, the tender fawn, 
'Hie parent hind, with unavailing grief, 
Beholds her young expire without relief. 400 

"When now the dawn of morning cheer'd the view. 
And o'er the world its op'ning radiance threw, 
Latinus, hoary sire, within his mind 
Revolv'd past scenes, and future plans dcsign'd : 
He saw to fate the Latian forces yield, 405 

cd great .^cas victor of the field; 
F 
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Latinus ad Mnean legationem numdat. 
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Ingentesque animo curas, & foedera volvens 
Connubii promissa, suae nataeque hymenaeos } 
Ptaestantes vocat dectos ex agmine toto 
Mille viros, qiii Dardanium comitentxir ad urbem; 
Spectatum virtute ducem, jungitque togatos SIO 

Multa oratores memorans ; & euntibus iiltro 
Imperat ut (quando auspidis monitisque deorum 
Trojanam miscere Italo cum sanguine gentem 
Ijqpediat) pladdo intersint animoque revisant^ 
JSneadasque vehant alta intra moenia laeti. SIS 

Interea ipse urbem labe£utam & vulgus inerme 
Componit, solidatque animos, requiemque futuram 
Spondet, & aeternam ventura in saecula pacem. 
Inde jubet meritos, turbi plaudente^ triumf^oSy 
Qublimesque dgmib fieri regalis hpnores; 9^9 
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Latinus sends an embassy to JEneas. 

Then, pondering deep wathin his anxious thought 
The promis'd marriage, and th'alliance sought, 
A thousand warriors, a selected band, 
Forth\i'ith he calls, and issues his command, 410 

The Dardan chief with honours due to greet. 
And lead triumphant to the regal seat. 
With these the skilful orators depart, 
With flowing robes and well-instructed art ; 
To whom he gives in charge (since heav'n's command, 415 
And fate's decrees, which must unaltered stand. 
Had willed the Trojan and the Latian line 
From this eventful hour should ever join) 
To hail, with words of peace and actions kind. 
The Trojans with Laurentum^s sons combined, 420 

And to. the city walls, witliout delay. 
Their Phrygian allies joyfully convey. 
Himself meantime cheers his dejected town. 
And unann'd subjects, aw'd by fortune's frown ; 
Calms their worn minds, and bids their sorrows cease, 425 
And hails the balmy gifts of sacred peace- 
Then he directs new triumphs to be made. 
And all the honours of his house display'ds 
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Legatio castra Tryaiia advenit. 

Atque alacris monet imanimes ut fronte serena 

Occurrant genero venienti, & pectore toto 

Exdpiant gentem Iliacainy magnisque receptent 

Flausibus, optataeque efiundant pacis amores. 

Jamque instructa cohors Teucrorum castra subibat, 325 

Cincta comas ramis oleae^ pacemque rogabat. 

Quam bonus ^neas ad se intra regia duci 

Teaa jubet, causamque viae placido ore requirit. 

Tunc senior sic indpiens ardentia Drances* 

Verba movet, nimium erepti pro fimere Tumi 330 

Exultans : O Trojanae dux indyte gentis, 

Gloria spesquc Phrygum ! quo ncc pietate nee armii 
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The embas^ arrive at the Try an camp. 

Ilis people warns with one accord to meet 

His future ^on^ and his arrival greet 430 

With courteous reyVence, wldkt his Hians find ' 

Love in each aspect, candour in each mind. 

To peaceful ^^ishes ev ry heart resigned. 

And now th'instructed cohort sped their way. 

And reached the camp where great iEneas lay} 435 

Demanding peace, they trod the hostHe ground^ 

Their manly brows with verdant olive crown'd. 

The good iEneas sawj and straightway sent 

To guide their footsteps to the regal tent: 

Then with mild words to know th'occa^on sought, 440 

That to thjD Trojan host the Latians brought. 

Then thus spoke Drances, elder of the train ; 

Fierce was his speech, and vaunting vn^ his strain , 

Alas, too much exulting in the blow 

Which laid the brave, the gallant Turnus low : 445 

** O chief renowned,, who leads't the Trojan host, 

Hope of the Phrj'gians, and the Phrygians' boast. 

Whose ^orious name the world has ne'er beheld 

In feats of arms, or pious faith excelld,— 
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Drances ad JEnean concionatw. 



I 

Major in orbe fiiit! victi obtestamur & omnes 
luramusque deosque deasque, invitus in unum 
Gonflatum vidit Latium, & temerata Latinus SS5 

Foedera; nee Phrygios unquam turbavit faonqres, 
Quin natae (quando superiim sic vota ferebant) 
Connubia, & generum ms^o te optabat amore: 
Sed quicquid tanto annorum flagrante tumultu, 
Tantorum furiisque operum atque laboribus actum eit, 340 
Id rabidus Turni, & stimulis incensus iniquis 
Confectusque odiis, fiaror attulit. Die negante5 
Invitasque dedit Latias in proelia gentcs. 
IHum omnis converaa cohors poscebat ut amns 
CedcH'et, & ms^um sineret succedere pactis 345 

Connubiis Anchisiaden : inde optimus ambas 
Jungebat palmas defessa aetatc Latinus 
Infractus, nimioque ardentem Marte rogabat. 
JTec nostrac potuere preces inflectere durum. 
Nee divi^m portenta animum; quin aeries ignem 350 



^^^^^^^^^^^^^V^jlm! 


■w 


■ 


Dranccs harangues Mneas, 




Conquer'd we bow, and each celestial Pow'r 


450 


We call to witness in this awful hour. 






That with unwilliHg eye Latinus view'd 






The violated league and tumults rude. 




. 


Ttt-as not his will that Latium should contend. 






From Phrygian brows the wTeath of fame to rend \ 


i 455 




And much he long'd His daughter's hand to join 






In nupdil faith, illustrious prince, witli thine. 






Whate'er was done in the mad strife of arms 






The mighty labours, and the mighty harms. 






These the insatiate rage of Turnus brought. 


4Ga 




By open force and secret wiles he wTought. 






Loath was Latinus in the cause to join ; 






And the whole army pray'd him to resign 






His vain pretensions, and submit to fate. 






Which doom'd the royal maid a Trojan mate. 


4G-> 




Then our lovd prince, opprcst with weary age. 






Essays to calm his unavailing rage. 






With hands uplifted begs his wrath to cease, 






And joins his suff'ring people's prayer for peace,- 


- 




[n vain : nor prayers nor prodigies arrest 


470 




Hre lifted arm, or bend his stubborn breast ; 


J 


■ 
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Drances ad nrbem ^nean invitat. 



Spomabat feros ore ^rdtnens^ beUumque ciebat. 
At vero dignum iiiveq||! pro talibus ausis 
£xitium, qui, tc tslodem tdctore, momoFdit 
l^grantem prostratHS humum : nunc hnprobtis ardes 
Tartareas Tisurw eat; qusersrtqoe sub inH> S5f 

Nunc alias Acheronte ades, afiosque hytfienseos. 
Tu mefior succedi b(Miis Laurentibus haeres : 
In te omnisque domiiSy & fedm incfinata Latini 
Spes jacet; unum omne^ Itafi super aurea miftunt 
Sidera, & ingentem- beUo^ & coelestibus artrfe 86D 
ExtoUunt, & wra cavimt praeconia voces. 
Te gravium veneranda patranti consultaque turba^ 
Invalidique aetate scne^ ; te keta juventus, 
£t cupidae matres, pueri, imiuptatque puelte, 
Unanimes aequo ore TobM ; Turnumque sub armi^ 9Ui 
Exultant cffcidisoe tub : «e tota precatuv 



— ^ 
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Drances invUes Mneas to the dtj/- 



The more oppos'd, he rages yet the more, 
And kindles war alons; the frighted shore. 
Now ends in death iiis luckless enterprise, 
Beneath thy conqu'ring falchion low he lies, 
KtJng the sable dust ; deserv'd his fate : 
Such the reward of unrolenting Iiate ! 
Now let the wretch, tlie cause of all our wo. 
Go visit the Tartarean seats below ; 
And to the depths of Aclieron repair, 
Seek otiier armies, other spousals tiiere : 
But thou, with better omen, shalt succeed 
To sway the sceptre for tliy hand decreed. 
Latinus, worn with age, redines on thee j 
Thou art his hope, the hope of Italy : 
Thy name resound the golden stars above, 
Godlike thy valour, O belov'd of Jove ! 
Ml call on tlice, thy presence all demand : 
The venerable fathers of the land, 
Feeble old age, and careless infancy. 
And anxious mothers turn tlieir eyes to tliec ; 
While youths and maids partake the gen'ral joy, 
That Turous falls beneath the cliief of Troy. 
G 
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JEndas accipit legathnem. 



\ 

^ 



Ausonia, & cdaiis praestantem laudibus effort : 

In te unum ccmveFsi ooili. Piter ipse LatinuSy 

Jam senior, sola hiec longasvac muisera vits 

Qui natam tibi jungat habet, generique nepotes S70 

Trojanos Italo admixtos in ssecula mittat* 

Ergo age, magne veni Teucronim ductor, & altos 

Ingredere, celebres cape quos spondemus honoree. 

Finierat : cunctique eadem simul OFe fremebant. 

Quos pius .£neas, hikri cum fironte receptos^ 2!73 

Prosequitur paucis, & aamico pectore fatur : 

Nee vos, nee pladda -fldlitum sub pace Latinum 

Arguerim, veriim infesti violentia Tumi 

Tantum opus, haud dubito, & tanti discrinuna Martis 

Concivit, juvenilis enim plus laudis amore. S80 

Quicquid id est tamen, Ausonii, nil pacta recuse 

Connubia, & sanctam setemo cum ibedere pacem 

Jungere : xtx idem imperium & veneranda tenel»t 
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/ICtieas accepts the offirs of the embassy. 



Ausonia hails thee to her utmost bound, 
Wf^y name, thy praise in ev'ry mouth is fbunii. 4i>.5 
itinus, father of his people, stays 
1 sinking age with hope of better days; 
l,On thy long line his fUture hojws depend, 
■Which shall the Trojans and the Latians blend. 

lien come, gi-eat chief of Phrygia, and receive 500 
The honours which we witJi, and wait to give." 
He ceas'd: his follVers the glad theme repeat. 
And with applause the Trt^an hero greet. 
The (rious prince a fav'ring ear inclin'd, 
Hb looks were cheerfiil, Mid his heart was kind ; 505 
Then in few words replies : *' Nor you I blame. 
Nor did your peaceful king these e^-ils frame ; 
These woes the headstrong rage of Turnus bred, 
By the fiand love of youthful feme misled. 
Your wish, howe'er, 1 seek not to witlistand ; 510 
Clad I accept the fair La\-ir.ia's hand, 
And join the lasting league of sacred peace, 
Plcas'd to behold tlic strife of battle cease. 
My sire Latinus shall his sway m^ntain, 

I'cr our united nations reign: -'Ij 
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Exequpe. 



Sceptra socer; statuentquc mei mihi moenia Teucri, 
£t nomen natx urbis erit; sociosque penates 385 

Adjiciam: vos communes in saccula leges 
Concordesque ingenti animo mittetis amores. 
Interea (quod restat adhuc) iniponite flammis 
Corpora, quae duri miserandi insania belli 
Arripuit : dehinc nos, cum primum crastina surget 390 
Clara dies, lacti Laurentia tecta petamus. 
Dixerat ; & tanto affatu conversa tenebant 
Ora simul, stupefacti omnes, & apertius ingens 
Mirantes pietatis opus : mox robore toto 
Congestas rapuere pyras, ignemque repostis 395 

Civibus immisere, altumque sub aethera fumus 
Evolat, atque atris coelum sublime tenebris 
Conditur; innumeras ex omni rure bidentest 
Olaudilegosque sues jugulant, pinguesque juvencQS 
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Funeral rites. 



For me my Trojans shall a dty rear, 
Whose rising walk hb daughter's name shall bear. 
My household Gods I bring, in compact twin'd. 
In common friendship, common laws combin'd : 
These laws, these friendships, down the rolling tide 52C 
Of future time, in concord sweet shall glide. 
It now remains the pious rites to pay 1 

To these who fell to bloody war a prey, i 

^\nd on the fun'ral pyres their breatldess bodies lay ; J 
Then when the morning wakes the rosy hours, 52i 
We'll joyful seek Laurcntum's lofty towers." 
He spake : on him their eyes the Latians turn ; 
Wonder and rev'rencc in their bosoms burn. 
Tliey own his pious cares, and lend their aid : 
The fun'ral piles in order straight are laid ; 53{ 

On tiie heap'd wood their slaughter'd comrades lie. 
The Sames ascend, and smoke involves the sky : 
The curling wTeaths the cheerful hcav'ns invade. 
And blot the radiant light with sullen shade. 
And now the flocks in countless numbers bled, 3'J. 
And now the suine, on falling acorns fed; 



I 



J 



M iEMTEIDOS LIBER XIU. 



jEneas Laureivtum ingreditur. 



Immittunt ro^s ; latos incendia campov 400 

Enudant; fremit impulsis ckiiior9xx9 aer. 
Jamque sequens darum extuleiat hix aurea PiicebuiiiL: 
Tunc Teucri Ausoniique onmes, mixlo agmme^ Ixti 
Gbnsedere io; equis, & giressuni ad tecia movebant 
Laurenti, atq]ue aids erectam mcenibus urbem^ 40( 
Ante onines plus .^neas; post ordine Drances, 
Malta dud senior memorans ; dehinc unica proles 
AKanius;^ multumque anunt maturus Aletkes*, 
Et gravis Bk)aeu8t> Mnestheusque^, acerque Serestus %\ 
Sergestusjl, fortisque Gyas^, fortisque Ooaatlius **: 410 
Post alii inbctimque ItalL Teucrique sequontur. 
Interea efiuu atabant per motnia dves. 
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Mticas enters Lmtreniinii. 



The fatted heifers vainly lowing came, 

All victims doom'd to glut the greedy flame ; 

The spacious fields a waste of ruin lie. 

And the air trembles with the clam'rous cry. I 

Now Phoebus rose : from his refulgent beam 

The purple rays of dewy morning stream ; 

The Trojan and Ausonian bands, combin'd. 

Mount their proud steeds, and leave the camp behind ; 

To seek the city their glad steps arc bound, J 

X-aurentum fair with stately turrets crown'd. 

.The great JEncas, not more great than good. 

Before the monng host majcstick rode ; 

31icn aged Drances, with discourse inclin'd 

To please the hcro'^ ear, and ^^in his mind ; i 

Ascanius, his stile hope, of bkmming y«ars ; 

jUethes next, of mind mature, appears ; 

Qioneus grave, and Mnestheus move along; 

iSerestus lively, and Sergestus strong. 

And Gyas brave, and brave Cloanthus there : i 

Trojans and Latians mingle in the rear. 

Now on their lofty wails, a num'rous band, 

Th'expecting citizens of Latium stand ; 
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Latinm JEnecs occiarit. 



Sublimesque alta statuebant laude triumphos, 

Trojanam cupido expectantes pectore turbam. 

Et jam adventabant ; quos beta fronte Latinus 415 

Occurrens magna excepit comitante caterva. 

At postquam medio venientem ex agmine vidit 

Dardanium ^nean, haud vera illuat imago : 

Namque omnes super excellens atque altior ibat, 

Et late regalem oculis spargebat honorem 490 

Sidereis. Tunc, cum primum data copia fandi est, 

Et voces capere atque optatas jungere dextras, 

Indpit, & prior afiatur placido ore Latinus : 

Venisti tandem ! cupidum nee fixa fefellit 

Spes animum, lux Trojanx clarissima gentis; 425 

Magnorum quem jussa deiim tot casibus actum, 

Italia & nostris voiuere sistere tectis. 
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n 


I.alinm meets j^neas. ^H 


With anxious breasts their eager eyes they strain. 


■ 


To seek the squadron moving o'er the jdain \ 


J60 H 


Prepared to hail with tniimph and with Joy 


fl 


Th'iUustrious leader, and the troops of Troy. 


H 


The troops approach : and now with regal state 


■ 


Latinus issues from the city gate j 


1 


To meet th 'advancing host his steps he bends; 


H 


A thronging crm^'d the monarch's steps attends. 


H 


And now the Dardan hero greets his view; 


^^^H 


Latinns straight the Dardan hero knew. 


l^^^l 


His princely stature, mark'd amidst the rest. 


^^^^1 


And noHe mien, the noble miad confest \ 


^H 


The kindling eye, witli beaming lustre bright. 


H 


And ev'ry manly grace enchants the sight. 


1 


The princes meet ; their better hands they join ; 


f 


And tlius Latinus speaks the man divine : 




« Welcome at length! although so long delay'd, 


575 


My anxious wiah— my hopes have not betray'd ; 


M 


Light of the Trojina! whom the Gods command 


■ 


To fix thy dwelling in my fevout'd land, 


1 


After thy wand'rings long, thy various woes. 


% 


(VBere to enjoy thy weU-deserv'd repose. 


380 


L i 


m 
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Anucitice altematio. 



Quanquam humana furens nimis ansa licentia sanctas 

Turbarit leges & diviim exdvcrit iras, 

Quin etiam invictum toties meque arma negantem 430 

Tradiderit duri perferrc pericula Martis 

(Factum etenim ! sed nee parvo stat, — numina justas 

Indignata animis misere ultrida poenas); — 

Nunc age, magne Fhiygiim ductor, quando omnis origo 

Seditionis abest, & tanti criminis auctor, 4df 

Coiinubiis succede & promissis hymenaris. 

Sunt mihi magna regna, jacent ereptis oppida muris^ 

Sob autem fessse spes unica nata senectae: 

Te generum & natum tempus complector in onme. 

Quem contra bonus iEneas: Rex maxime, nuUam 44a 

In te causam armorum tantique tumult^s 

Crediderin, pladdse aasueto sub tempore pads; 
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Iiilerchange of friendsfiip. 



ITlough daring men, witli fatal fury fir'd, 

Against th'unchanging will of Heav'n conspir'd. 

And rous'd celestial WTath ; and drew me on 

To mix in warfare, which I sought to shun. 

And, after various efforts tried in vain, 585 

At last imbrued with blood my peaceful reign 

(Confest! nor small the fine our foily paid, 

Nor long the Gods our puni^Iiment delay'd) ; — 

Yet now, sedition queli'd, its author slain. 

Come, gallant leader of the Phrygian tr;iin, 590 

Come, and receive thy bride, withheld so long, 

And hear the promis'd Hymeneal song. 

Kingdoms I have, though fortune thus has frown'd, 

And though my tmvns are levell'd with the ground j 

Fatigued, and with the weight of years opprest, .595 

An only daughter soothes my cares to rest : ■ 

Be thou my son ; let these embraces prove 

A father's welcome, and a father's love." 

To whom the Trojan prince : ** O King rcnown'd, 

Ne'er did my thought thy spotless honour wound : 600 

It was not thou who caus'd the dire alarms, 



ilv*d the league, and rous'd the strife of armsi 




^^ 



J 
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Pace redintegratdj Jjaihii exhikrantur. 



£t si qua est, pone banc curain, pater optime, quxso. 
Nunc ad8ui% & patrem & socerum te Isetus in omnes 
Acdpio casus: magni mihi sur^t imago 44(9 

Anchisse; & rursum ardebo genitoris amore. 
Talibus orabant inter se, & tecta subibant 
Re^a: cum studio efiusae matresque nurusque, 
Longae\dque patres stabant^ juvenumque cohortes, 
Pukhra revisentes Trcjanx corpora gentis ; 450 

Axfte omnes magnum .£neam» cupidoque notabant 
Altum animo genus, & pracstantem firontis honor^oot, 
Quacsitainque alacres pacemque optata quietis 
Munera laudabant : ceu quando longus & ingens 
Agricolas tenuit resolutis nubibus imber 454 

Suspeiisos, curvumque diu requievit aratrum; 
Tunc si dams equos spatioso limine Titan 
tosset, & aurato codum sjdendore serenct. 
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The Latians rejoice in the return of peace. 

Sooth'd be thy griefs, and ev'ry care resign'd, 

And may my duteous love acceptance find ! 

O let me call thee sire : before mine eyes 605 

The image of Anchiscs seems to rise ; 

Once more my breast with filial flames shall burn. 

And a fond father to these arms return." 

Conversing thus, they seek the regal dome : 

And now in troops the thronging Latians come, 610 

Mads, matrons, youths, :uid aged fathers hie. 

And on the Trojans gaze with greedy eye. 

And much the strangers' graceful forms they prais'd ; 

But most the cliief their admiration rds'd. 

Whilst in his polish'd brow, and air divine, 61^ 

They trace the glories of his godlike line; 

Rejoicing now, their toils and dangers past. 

To long-desired peace restor'd at last. 

So, when continued slio\v'rs of heavy rain 

Suspend the ciiccrful labours of the swain, ( 

The vallies mourn, the plough neglected lies. 

And sullen gloom o'ersprcads the weeping skies ; 

Should then briglit Titan lash the fiery steeds, 

AVhich whirl his cliariot through cckstial mcady. 
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jEneas lAwinice obvemU 



Lxdtia exundanty & sese hortantur agrestes; 

Non secus Ausonii tun la^to in tempore renim 460 

Composuere animos. £t jam rex alta JUtinus 

Atria, regalesque aditiis mtrarat, & una 

Optimus .£nea6, quem sequitur pulcher lulus; 

Dehinc Itali mixtique Phryges: turn splendida lat£ 

ApplausUy & magno completur r^gia coetu, 46S 

Usee inter, matrum innumer^ nuruumque caterva 

In medium comitata venit Lavinia virgo, 

Sidereos dejecta odulos: quam Troius heros 

Virtute & formi ingentem, (mirabile dictu !) 

Ut vidit, primo aspeau stppefactus inhsesit; 470 
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JEneas meets Lav'mia. 



They take tlieir ample v.'ay, and, breathing fire, 625 

Before th«ir footsteps clouds and storms retire : 

'ITien glow the Heav'ns with streaming splendours bright. 

And cheer the dew^ earth with golden light ; 

The tranquil skies the joyful peasants \i*w, 

And with glad haste their various tasks renew. 630 

Such grateful joy Ausonia's sons display, — 

Sadt, and so welcome is this happy day. 

Th» spacious courts now king Latinus prest. 

And to the palace led his noble guest ; 

Next foUow'd his liilus, fair and young; 635 

Trojans and Lilians close the mingled throng: 

Exulting crowds the welcome train surround. 

With shouts of joy the golden roofs rebound. 

But now, in beauty's brightest bloom array'd. 

Full in their sight appears the royal maid ; 640 

Matrons and virgins in her train repair. 

Her steps attending, worthy of the fair: 

On her soft cheek the mantling blushes rise. 

Whilst on the ground are fix'd her starry eyes. 

The Trojan hero saw, and, all amaz'd, 645 

With eager locrfes on fair Lavjnia gjaz'd; 



I 

I 
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jEneas Laoimam uxarem duett. 



Et •ecuin Turni casus miseratus acerbos^ 

Qui, baud parva spe ductus, ovans in prodia tancos 

Qvisset motus, durisque orsisset in zxvtM. 

Turn verb aeterno* junguntur foedera nexu 

Connubii, multaque canunt cum laude hymenxos : 47£ 

Dehinc plausus fremitiisque altum super aera mittunt, 

£t ketam vocem per fegia tecta volutant. 

At fidum interea iEneas afianur Achaten, 

Vadaty & (Andromadie^ quondam data munera) vestes 

Intextas auro ferat; &, quod saepe solebat, 489 

Dum res Trojans stabant, drcumdare collo» 

Auratum gemmb circumseptumque monile; 

Prscterea ms^um cratara, in ptgnus amoris 

Quern FHamus patri Anckisse donaverat oUm«. 
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W Miieas espouses Laiinia. ^| 


I'ot through her graceful form» and aspect kind, 

Beam'd forth the lustre of her purer mind. 

Strange it may seem, but in his breast arose 

Compassion for Iiis hapless rival's woes, 

"Who, urg'd by treach'rous hope, de5ed th'alarms 

Of direfiil tumult, and of horrid arms. 

And now. th'eternal bauds of Hymen tied. 


1 

eso ■ 


The Trojan chief receives hia piomis'J bride : 


Then sweetly float in air the nuptial lays, 655 
With shouts of triumph, and with songs of praise; I 
Through the gay palace rolls the joyful strain, '1 
And gladsome echoes swell the notes agdn. - -^ 




The chief to tried Achates gives command, 


680' 




The gifts which once Andromache bestow'd'j ■' 

And bring with these, all radiant to behold. 

The necklace starr'd with gems, and bright with gold, H 

Which on that aiowy nock was wont to glow, 665 ^| 

While Troy yet flourish'd fair, nor fear'd impending wo ; H 

Nor is the ample goblet left behind, H 

Which Priam to Anchises' hand resign'd,— ^| 

1 
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NuptiaUs festiviias. 



Nee mora : jussa sequens pulcherrima portat Achates 48S 

Munera; turn socer ingentem cratera Latinu» 

Donatum capit, ac conjux Lavinia vestes, 

Atque monile decens: pladdo dehinc pectore sese 

Demulcent, variisque trahunt sermonibus boras. 

£t jam tarda epulas fiigientis tempera luds 49# 

Poscebant; mox regali convivia luxu 

Efiundunt^ iatosque alu intra tecta paratus. 

Oonvenere omnes, strato discumbere in ostro 

Delidis jussi, & dapibus se inferre fiituris. 

Dat manibus crystallus aquas, mensisqu^ reponunt 49/^ 

Flaventem Cererem, turn Ixta fronte ministri 

Innumeri magno distinguunt ordine curas : 

P^ors dapibus refidt mensas, pars pocula miscet, 

Craterasque replet; nunc hac, nunc volvitur iliac 

Turba frequens, varioi misceatque per atria motus» 5. 
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Nuptial Jestiviti/. ^H 


Pledge of his love. The mandate straight obey'd, 


I 


The precious gifts are to the court convcy'd. 


6TU ^1 


The prince, with courteous mien and gcn'rous soul, ^H 


Bears to his Latiui sire the spacious bowl; 


^H 


The radiant necklace, and the robes of state. 


H 


Worthy her charms, adorn his beauteous mate. 


■ 


And now their minds enjoy a s\^-ect repose, 


6^s H 


And the soft tide of various converse flows, 


^1 


Till the slow passing hours the feast demand j 


. H 


The feast is spread, and by a regal hand : 


H 


While through the dome the ready menials haste, 


H 


And luxury presides at the repast. 


^1 


The bidden guests on splendid carpets lie, 


H 


And crj-stal vases living springs supply : 


'■ 


They wash: and now, on ample tables l:iid. 


^1 


The yellow gifts of Ceres are display'd ; 


^1 


Attendants, dock'd with smiles, a num'rous band, 


^1 


Around tim festive board obsequious stand : 


^1 


All know their parts ; the viands those replace. 


^1 


And these with ruddy wine the goblets grace ; 


^^ 


The busy crowd now here, now there are found 


^1 


And fill lli'eMeiided courts witli various sound* 


^H 


^ — ' — ""-^ 
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Remm recogvitio. 



as 



At puerum pater immotis spectabat lulum 
liUminibiiSy vultmn admirans moresque Latinus, 
£t graviter puerili ex ore cadentia v^^rba, 
Matiurumque animmn ante aQnos; & multa rogabat, 
Permixtas referens voces : dehinc oscula figens SOS 
Dulda compkxum xnanibusy junctumque fovebat; 
£t nimium exultans feUcem^ ^ piunere divilm 
Ppnatum iEdieam pro tali prole ferebat : 
Postquam ^uUs compre^ fames, traducere longam 
Indpiunt fando, & labentem fallere noctem; 510 

Nunc duros Trojx casus, gentesque Pelasgas, 
^unc fera Laurentis memorantes prcelia pugnx;-^ 
Quo primum difiusae ades,— quo tela vidssim 
Pulsa loco,-— qui * primum ovans invaserit agmen, 
Fulmineumque ardens in equo madefecerit ensem* 515 
Piraedpu^ Tros ^Ineas^ seniorque Latinusr* 




But sire Latinus, lost in fond surprise, 
On young lulus fix'd his wond'rioi^ eyes : 
Gaz'd on his beauteous aspect o'er and o'er, 
Admir'd his mien, admir'd his manners more; 
Admir'd his sage discourse, which sweetly flow'd 695 
From boyish lips, and manly grace besto\v'd ; 
Much of the youth inquir'd, in whom appears 
A mind mature beyond his tender years ; 
TTien, folding dosel)- to Ws aged breast. 
With all a graEduic-'s tenderness carcst. Ton 

And deem*d his sire had Hcav*n's higli favour won. 
Blest by the Gods in such a worthy son. 
ITie banquet o'er, the converse they renew'd, 
And the long night the varied themes pursued ; 
j\Jid now they tdl of Troy's disastrous fate, "70^ 

And now th'events of Latium's \^'a^ relate ; — 
Who brolce the line where Erst the rout began ! 
Whose gallant arm rcstor'd the rallying van ! 
W^ho first, on fiery steed, impetuous bore 

I on the front, and drencli'd in copious gore 710 

litt'ring sword ! In these the amplest share 

Trojan chief and old Latinus bear. 
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Dardanus Trqjce conditor. 



Magnorum heroiim Latiique antiqua potentis 

Gesta recensebanty fugientemque horrida nati 

Anna sui, Saturnum Italis latuisse sub oris* ; 

Ifinc Latium dixisse, genusqu^ in montibus aids 52^ 

Gomperuisse Tagum, legesque & jura dedisse, 

Et Bacchi & frugum cultus : dehinc tecta secutum 

Esse patema Jovem ; utque Electra Atlantide cretusf, 

4asio Idaeas cxso Phry^ae isset ad urbes, 

Dardanus, ex Ck>rytho miilta cum gente profectus, 52S 

Utque insignem aquilam, dono & Jove patre superbui^ 

Hectorex gentis signum, illustresque tulisset 

tVimus avum titulos, Trojanx stirpis origo. 

Talibus atque aliis inter se longa trahebant 

Tempora: turn fremitus lactseque per atria voces 536 

A]fo vi^t^ sprepitu ingenti tectum onme rej^tur ; 
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Dai'danus Jbuntlcr (ij' Iroij, 



71J 



li converse grateful they delight to trace 
The deeds and heroes of the ancient days: 
To tell how Saturn fled his vengeful son. 
And on Italia's shores conceal'd, unknown. 
Lay latent. Latium hence deriv'd her name ; 
H«ice sprung her arts, and hence arose her fame. 
He taught the race, wlin roam'd the mountain's brow. 
To law and right their stubborn necks to bow j 720 
To prune tiie purple vine's luxuriant shoot, 
And bid their vallics bloom with golden fruit : 
I How mighty Jove himself, in later times, 
k Visits his natal bow'rs, and Cretan climes: 
■How Dardanus (whom Atlas' daughter bore, 
P The fair Electra) left his native shore, 

And, blood-stflin'd, led from Corythus his band. 
To seek th'Idcean towns of Phrygids land. 
•cud of his heav'niy parent, mighty Jove, 
•oud of his gift, and prouder of his love ; 
71i*inipenal eagle on his standard shone, 
Jt^sA him the sons of Troy their founder own. 
Such varied themes the ling'ring moments cheer : 
But now triumphal sounds invite the ear ; 
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Omen <§• precatio. 



Dant lucem flamxnse^ & lato splendore coruscant. 

Consurgunt Phryges, & dthara resotiante sequuntur 

Ausonii, & plausum ingeminant, seque agmine toto 

Permiscenty variantque pedes>. raptimque feruntur. JiSH 

Et jam festa novem krgo connubia luxu 

Attigerant celebrata dies: turn maximus heros 

jJEiieas urbem curvo sigoabat aratro, 

Simdabantque domos^ & amictas a^ere fossas. 

Ecce autem fatum hand panrum I difiundere flammam 5'lrpt. 

Ingentem, & liilgore levem, & nubibus altis 

Misccntcm, summo Lavinia^ vertices visa est« 

Obstupuit pater JEncas, duplicesque tetendit 

Ad coelum cum voce loasius : Si, Jupiter, unquam 

Gens monitis Trojana tuis, terracpie marique 64fS 

F^iruit imperiisque libens,-^i, Numi&a, vestras 
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Omen and prayer. 



he joyful fires are kindled, beaming bright, 7S5 

lieir festive splendours chase the gloom of nighti 
VTrojans and Latians from the feast arise. 
And swell the plaudits with their mingled cries ; 
Sweet sounds the harp, the joyous troop advance, 

»And form with mazy steps the giddy dance. 740 
Such were the sports, and such the festive days. 
Till the ninth morning pour'd her purple rays. 
Then giear ^neaa plann'd his city's bound, 
And with the crooked ploughshare mark'd the ground 
These sink the fosses, these the dwellings raise: 1 745 

(When lo ! a wondrous omen meets their gaze ! J- 
A flame innoxious o'er Lavinia plays; J 
From her fair locks the streaming sparkles rise, 
tart with short flash, and mingle with the skies. 
Father TEneas, Cll'd witli holy dread, 750 

To Ileav'n his lifted hands adoring spread. 
And thus preferr'd his prayer ; ** O mighty JovC) 
^f e'er the Trojan race, with duteous love, 
Bv land, bv sea, thy mandates have obey'd, 

thave al thine altar paid, ISS 
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Venus omen interpretatur. 



Si metui coluique aras, — ^per si quid agendum est 

Quod restat, pladdam felid afFerte quietem 

Augurio, & firmate, malisque imponite finem. 

Talia jactantem circumstetit aurea mater, SSS? 

Se Venerem confessa, almo & sic edidit ore : 

Nate, animo pone banc curam, & zneliora capesse 

Signa deiim, gaudensque tx)nis succede futuris. 

Nunc tibi parta quies, nunc meta extrema malorum ; 

Nunc tandem optatam componunt sscula pacem. 555. 

Nee flammam ad coelos perlatam vertice charx 

Conjugis borresce ; at constantem dirige mentem : 

Namque erit ilia, tuum celebri quse sanguine nomen^ 

Trojanosque auctura duces ad sidera mittat. 

Hxc tibi magnanimos sublimi prole nepotes 5C^ 

Conferet, egregiis totum qui laudibus orbem 

Complebunt, totumque sua virtute potentes 

Sub juga victoresque trabent ; quos gloria summo 

Oq^uuuu transgreesa ingena squabit Olympo^ 
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I'enus cj-jilains the . 



Unceasing paid, and fear'd and own'd thy powr. 

And saw thy promise gild eacli future Iiour, 

Confirm this omenLiet our sorrows end, 
And the bless'd rci^ of placid quiet send." 
Whilst thus tJie pious prince Iiis prayer addrcst, " 
Sudden before his wond'ring eyes conf^f 
His golden mother stood, in light array'd. 
And smiles of love her balm,y lips display'd. 
As thus she spoke : " My son, dismiss thy care, 
ind nmv to taste the future bliss prepare : 1 

mcord is thine, misfortune is no more ; 
' Peace, long desirM, revolving years restore. 
Think not these lUmes can aught of ill portend. 
Which from thy lov'd Lavinia's brows ascend : 
Preserve thy constant mind, my son, and know 7 

E"".at to thy bride thy future house shall owe. 
m her a noble race shall spring, whoso fame 
j:.. n to the starry skies shall bear thy name ; 
The wond'ring world their mighty deeds shall tell, 
No seas shall limit, and no force shall quell : 5 

High as Olympus shall their glories blaze, 
_-^iiid flame along the coui-se of future dayi j 



Kftnd 



76 JENEIDOS LIBER Xm. 



*76 jEneir feUcitatem futuram Venus prcedicit. 



Quos tandem innuitiera ardens post illustria rerum 565 

Gcsta deos factura vehet super aethera virtus. 

Hanc fiammam ventura tuae praeconi^entis 

l)esi|;nant ; hoc omnipotens e culmiMl^gnum 

Sidereo dedit. At, tantarum in munera laudum, 

Quam statuis cScas a nomine conjugis urbem. 510 

Praeterea, sacros Troja ex ardente penates 

Ereptos compone nova intra moenia, & altos 

infer ad aetemum mansuros tempuis honores. 

Hi (tibi mira feram !) tanto iirbis amore trahentur, 

Ut vecti ad sedes alias loca prima Latini 575 

Sponte sui repetent, iterumque iterumque reversi. 

O felix, quern tanta manent ! dehinc pace tenebis 

l^ub pladda gentem Iliacam ; p5st fessus, & aevo 

Confectus, tandem Elysias socer ibit ad umbras ; 

Succedes sceptro, atque Italis dominabere, leges 580 

Conununes T^ucrisque ferens ; tum laetus ad altum 
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Fertus foretells to Mneas his future lutpptness. 



■780 



78fi 



On deeds illustrious shall their spirits rise 

Aloft, and mingle with their kindred skies. 

This lambent fire pourtrays thy noble line. 

And Jove omnipotpnt has sent the sign 

From his starr'd canopy, and seats divine. 

Thy rising town must bear Lavinias name. 

And honour her, who thus exalts thy fame. 

Thy household Gods be to these walls removd, 

Sav'd from the burning wreck of Troy belov'd : 

Thy city these kind deities shall own, 

And grace tliy rising tow'rs with high renowTi ; 

And such their constant love to this sojourn, "J 

(Wondrous to tell !) they from this city borne J. 790 

Shall, self-impcU'd, again, again return. J 

O happy thou, and born to prosp'rous fate. 

On whom such gifts, on whom such honours wait ! 

Thy Ilians shall thy regal rule obey. 

And placid peace extend her gende sway ; V9S 

And when thy hoary sire, by age opprest. 

Shall in Elysium find eternal rest, 

Thou worthily shalt fill the I-alJan throne, 

And for their comaipn lord both nations thee shlH owi : 
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JEneas Latino svpcrviviL 



Te mittes codum : sic stat sententia'divAm. 

Dixit \ h inde leves se vexit ad auras. 

JEneas, tanto stupefaaum nomine mentem 

Perculsus, divx peragit mandata parentis, 5%$ 

£t jam compositos felid in pace regebat 

Dardanidas ; & jam decedens sceptra Latinus 

Liquerat, & pius .£neas successerat ; onmem 

Ausoniam, latique potens ditione ten^bat ; 

lam paribus Phryges atque Itali se moribus ultro, ^9() 

^t sodi ingenti finnabant pectora amore, 

Concordique aequas miscebant foedere leges. 

Turn medio Venus exultans se immisit Olympo 

Ante Jovem, & complexa pedes sic oro locuta est : 

'Omnipotens genitor, qui solus ab sethere summo ^ 59* 

Guncta moves, qui res hominum curasquq recenses,— 
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^neas sttrvives Latinus. 

Then to high heav'n resplendent shalt thou rise:— 800 

Such is the fate decreed thee in the skies/* 

She spoke ; and the light gales her form upbear. 

Her beauteous form ascends the ambient air. 

2Cneas, struck with awe^ the scene survey^, 

And all his Goddess-mother's words obey*d, 80.9 

And now Latinus ruPd the peaceful state ; 

Now full of days he meets the stroke of fate, 

And, dying, gave to great -Eneas' hand 

The Latian sceptre, and supreme command ; 

The Phrypans and Italians, firmly join'd, 81Cf 

In strictest bands of social love combined ; 

Their manners equal, and their laws the same» 

Enjoy their happy rest and well-eam'd fame; 

Then with exulting joy the Queen of love 

On high Olympus sought imperial Jove; SIS 

Embraced his knees all lowly ere she spoke, 

•Then op*d her rosy lips, and silence broke : 

^ Father omnipotent, who high alone, 

•Mid circling ether, from thy radiant throne 

Mov'st all things, yet forget'st not human kind, 890 

Their cares, their actions touch thy heav'nly mind,— 
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Javi pro Mned Venus suppUcat. 

I I III I ' I 1 ■ .. =:: 

Dum Teucros traheret fortuna inimica, recorder, 
Spondebas finem aerumnis, rebusque salutem : 
Nee ^a te protnissa pater sententia fallit ; 
Namque omnes gaudere sacra tres pace per annos, 600 
Viderunt Itake nuUo discrimine partes. 
Ver^m ad siderei missurum cubnina coeli 
PoUidtus magnum .£neam, meritumque ferebas 
niaturum astris* Quid nunc sub pectore versas ? 
Jamque optat matura polos iEneia virtus. 605 

OUi hominum pater atque deum dedit oscula, ab alto 
Pectore verba ferens : Quantum, Cytherea, potentem 
^neam, .£neadasque onmes infessus amavi, 
£t terra & pelago, & per tanta pericula vectos, 
Nosti} k ssepe qiudem iodQlui commotus^ amore^ 6iO' 
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J'cuus addresses Jupiter in behalf of JEncas. 

"Whilst fortune pitiless, with cruel t^e. 

Pursued the remnant fflf the Trojan state \ 'f«* 

My soul remembers well ihy prrimisp kind, "^: 

IThat peace and rest the hapless race should find : 82i 
Nor hast thou, gracious sire, my hopes betrayd. 
Nor wa* t!iy sacred promise vainly made ; 
iTirec years cii holy peace, serene and mild, 
O'er all Itaita's happy states have smil*d. 
Anothci- hope thou ba6':it my bosom know, 83( 

fSweet hop^, which oft hath sooth'd maternal wo,) 
That thou to atarry fealms and upper skies 1 

^L Wouldst bid ihi? great, the good ^neas rise, v 
^B Dcem'd worthy to partake celestial joys. J 

^P What is thy will ? for how hb soul aspires, S3!. 

^L And, ripe for Iioav'ti, his heav'niy seat desires." 
^^p6he ceas'd : Olympus' l^rd his cliild carest, 
^V And her soft lip with kiss ambrosial prest ; 
Then, from the deep recesses of his mind, 
This soothing answer gave in accents kind : 8* 

Dost thou not know, my daughter, heav'niy fair. 
That with unwearied love, unwearied care« 
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Veneris mpplicationi amitdt Jupiter. 



Nata, tuo, — ^tanckmque malia^i Junone secunda, 

Imposui finem. Nunc jstat seiitentia menti. 

Qua ductorem alto Phrygium succedere coelo 

Instituiy & firma est ; numeroque^ inferre deorum 

Constat, & id concedo libens : tu, si quid in ipso 61S 

Mortale est, adime ; atque astris ingentibos adde. 

Quin si alios sua habet wtus, qui laude perenni 

Accingant sese, gestis prastantibus orbem 

Exoment, iUos rursum super acthera mittam. 

Assensere omnes superi ; nee regia Juno 620 

Abnuit, at magnum iEneam suadebat ad altum 

Eflferri coelum, & voces addebat arnicas. - 

Turn Venus aerias desoendit lapsa per auras^ 

Laurentumque petit i vidua Numidus undis 

Flumineis ubi currit in xquora arundine tectus. C2S 



< 9 I 



iENEID, BOOK XHI. 



Jupiter grants the request of Vejuts. 



[Thy son I clierish'd, and his warKke band, 
Tost on the seas, or wand'ring on the land ; 
And oft thy jmous griefs itiy pity mov'd, 
Whibt sorr'wing sadly for a son belov'd : ■ 
Now Juno favours, and their conflicts end, 
And my fix'd purpose shall thy wish befriend. 
The Phrygian chief amid the Gods shall sliuic, 

LSuch is my will, and fill a seat divine: 

fDo thou whate'er is mortal separate, 
And guide his spirit to its glorious fate. 
Yet more, if othersj with his virtues crown'd. 
Adorn the earth, for noble deeds renown'd ; 
like happy lot their gen'rous souls shall share, 
And rise triumphant through the fields of air." 
He ceas'd : th'assenting Gods the doom approve ; 
Nor she denies, th'impcrial wife of Jove, 
But deems the Trojan worthy <rf a place 
Amid the stars and hcav'n's ethereal race. 
Now down the balmy gale glad Venus glides 
To fair Laurentum ; where his silver tides 

[ Kuimcius pours along, and, frine'd with reeds, 

f Ifis silent waters to the ocean leads. 
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JEnp€P apotheosis. 



Tunc corpus luti al^uere, & defcrre sub undas 
l^icquid erat xnortak jubet: dehinc beta recenteni 
Felicemque animam secum super aera duxit^ 
Immisitque .£neam astris; quern Julia proles 
^digetem appellat, templisque imponit honores. 630 
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Apotheosis of JE^neas. 



Tlic goddess stood ; and to th'obcdlent wave ") 865 

With voice divine the sacred mandate gave, 

Her godlike son's majestick limbs to lave \ 

To wash mortality's dull dregs away. 

And free the spirit from encumbering day. 

And now *tis done ; and to the starry pole 8Y0 

6he bears the joyous, disembodied soul : 

There sits -Sneas ; whilst his Julian line 

Bid altars fair in his bright temples shine. 

And him their guardian own with honours all divine. 
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THE NEGRO. 

ADDRESSED TO EDMUND BURKE. 

\J THOU9 this country's boast^ this age's pride, 

Freedom^s firm friend, and Pity's gen'rous guide. 

Great Burke ! whose voice, when wretchedness complaini. 

Humanity's invaded rights maintains. 

Hark! Nature speaks in injmr'd Africk's right. 

And deeds of horror are disdos'd to light : 

Thou wert not silent that important day. 

On such a theme thou couldst not silent stay. 

When such a voice arose in such debate, 

And Truth roU'd onward with impetuous weight. 

Who dar'd to vindicate the impious deed. 

And with unblushing front for slav'ry plead I 

Britain, thy laws are gen'rous, wise and good^ 
Vid not stem Justice stain her sword with blood : 
StiU prompt . to curb the spoiler's cruel hand. 
And chase oppression from thy &vour'd land* 
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And shall these laws, to foster freedom made ^ ■ ■ 
Shall these defend oppressign's guilty trade ? 
Shall rapine wild, shall murder, foul with gore^ 
Ravage, uhblam'd, affrighted Africk*s shore ; 
And vilest treach'ry basely bear away. 
From the lov*d native land, the human prey ; 
And vent'rous man resolve, (more rash than brave) 
Resolve to make his fellow-man a slave ?-^ 

But that hard heart, which could not here relent^ 
Soon finds the crime become the punishment: 
The genVous boast of liberty is flown. 
The seeds of vengeance are by slav'ry sownj 
Ruling dejeaed men with sovereign sway. 
The Tyrant looks that all mankind obey. 
With disappointed pride his haughty breast 
Bums, and tumultous passions rack his rest: 
Or, in their wretched huts M'hile captives* weep. 
See keen remorse, rom'd by the wailings deep, 
Staflc round his nightly couch, and murder sleep 
What though wealth on thee pour her golden flood, 
(Ah, d^y pvrdia^'d with thy broUier's l^ood!) 
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Wealth buys not peace:— the poor man pities thee:— ^ 
Would'st thoif bfe happy ?— set * thy * captives free. 

Ho^ oft dl8'*W()olinari*s 'twill these woeis deplore^" 
When that pure spirit mortal dothiiig wore I 
Me 'sttidd'^a 'sign the wondering wbrld among. 
Nor touch'd tne product ' of oppressive wtong \ 
He saw, he mourned tile httpless N^o's fiitei ^* ^* 
Bound in the h^ol^ of a captive st^te ; ' 
Saw torn asurider Natiire^s tend*rest ties. 
To bid th'unfe^ling mastcfr^s hedpi arise,'"' 
And deeds of deadly die arid foulest' shame' 
Affix dishonour to the CSiristian name ; 
Heard the deep groans the sable bosoms "fend i 
(Shall ndt th6se' groans to pitying 'Heaven ascend?} * 
** And thtie are 'they,** he cried," whose lab ring hahdi 

'^ With ceaseless toil maintain these peopled' lands ) 

* 

" To them th6 medifabf life are ' scarce suppfied, 
** While their'lords revel **in luxurious prTde: 
" And yet the right of liberty is theirs; 
^ No duty "d6fciaiy*'lheiri[^ 'to 'these semle^'^'c^ 
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" And though proud man has mercy^s law denied, 
*' These are the souk for which a Saviour died, 
" And how we act to these — ^we must reply 
** To Him, who views mankind with equal eye." 

So spoke the Sage ; and glad his heart had been^ 

Had he . this dawning day of freedom seen. 

O favoured age 1 the genial beams expand 

The feeling bosom, and the lib'ral hand} 

The poor are pitied, all are Nature's sons. 

And soften'd man his abject brother owns ; 

The youth to learning and to labour trains. 

And smooths the couch where pale disease complains. 

E*en on the cell where guilt and mis'ry lie, 

Streams the sweet ray from Mercy's gracious eye ; 

For, rank'd in Virtue's cause, her chiefs appear^ 

Illustrious names to future ages dear! 

Not theirs the bloody pomp of martial meed. 

But brighter honours crown the nobler deed. 

There princely Leopold his sway maintsdns^ 
nCld as the breeze which fans his Tuscan plains.) 
Though strictest Justice guards the favoured shor^ 
He bids the sword of Justice slay no more; 
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He deem*d that Nature^ \xmr% bo li^ cxKjd Lave 
To take that fife the God c4 Xamre gzre. 

Wh£&£ the deserted bobei protectSoc fiiui. 
Their fittle fives to strasg<er>* bards cacags'd. 
Th^e noble Arabefia's worth is tiird. 
Her sex*s glory and her moccs pride: 
While gec^rcms Raikes bUs i<Se sport ffvs way^ 
And nsefbl lore defeixl tht Kiesn dav. 



Lo! Hovraid, Eke a ptryisg ^^pK Kiec-is 
From cfime to dinr, vhile vrl^rf'^ C23§e he. porri^. 
The dnngeoc's depth ill resofaiie expkires, 
Thoa^ putrid fffirns bedev the iroc door^ 



The sable xiSl see di-irrrtfss Qarkscn rend. 
And bold avov himself the capdve*s friend; 
Invoki£g sacred PCij's heav'nTy rain^ 
To vaesh the Hrjod miadi rs^t? aixn his ch^n. 



Tk£ air, BiBke, ihy lor*i th!r-^ hoc icr'd xunae sLal ::axH)» 
And add acm- iffeJc::r to tie r'xiHke band. 
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The gracious Father, universal Friend, 

■ • > * 

To whom the cries of guiltless blood ascend, 

Has tp thy charge superior gifts assigned. 

And bless'd thee with the love of human kind:r-r 

O then continue still, (hus doubly blest. 

Thy gen-rous zeal to. succour the distrest. 

Let proud Oppression from thy voice retire. 

While the rapt nations jdodle at thy fire i 

Let either India echo back thy name. 

While consdpus Virtue yields the Rarest fame^ 

And wh^n thy nobl^ soul diall ydlpg its flight 
To the pure realms of liberty and light ; 
There, wheye the. wielded shall no more mplest, 
There, where the wounded, ^vearied spirits rest. 
There, where the captives meet, their sorrows ol^Xn 
j^d tremble at th'oppressor's voice no more ; 

Amid the }ioly bands whp glorious shine, 

•• • 

For ever hymning fofth their songs divine } 
The Patriarchs just, by early Nature blest 
Witl| the first sweets pf her maternal breast} 
Th^ Apostles, who the sapred mandates bore 
Of universal love from shore to shores 
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And the meek Martyrs, with their precious blood 
Sealing those truths a bhnded world withstood: — 
Amid these holy bands, that peaceful fold, 
Shalt thou the naked Negro-slave behold, 
Whose manly hmbs the ser\'ile chain confin'd. 
While heathen darkness wrapp'd his fetter'd mind. 
TMs work of God, the spirit and the frame. 
His tyrant fellow-man depress'd with shame. 
What though his ear no social lip inform'd! — 
The heart He made, the gracious Maker warm'd: 
Thoi^gh small His knowledge, yet his guide was truej 
He kept that guide, and practis'd what he knew. 



I 
I 
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BEACONSFIELD, 



THE SEAT OF EDMUND BURKE. 



All hail ye woods, in deepest gloom array'd! 
Admit a stranger through your revVend shade^ 
With timid step to seek the fair retreat. 
Where Virtue and where Genius fix their seatv 
hi vain retiring from the publick gaze. 
Not deepest shades can veil so bright a blaze* 

Lo! there the mansion stands in princely pride j 
The beauteous wings extend on either side: 
Unsodal Pomp flies from the cheerful gate. 
Where Hospitality delights to wait) 
A brighter grace her candid smile bestows. 
Than the majestick pillars' comely rows* 
Enter these ever-open doors, and find 
All that can strike the eye or charm the mind: 



96 BEACONSFIilLD. 



I 



Painting and sculpt\br^ xAefk ihAf piKde display, 
And splendid chambers deck'd in rich array. 
But these are not the honours of the dome 
Where Biirke resides, and strangers find a home^ 
To whose glad hearth the social virtues move, 
F&temal fondness, and connubial love^ 
Benevolence unwearied, friendship true, 
Aad wit^uftftlfc'ii;'-' attd''c6ii'<^ers^ ever" new,' 
And mai!ii^,« w1i4^^'thrp^liiii*<i'c(flirt'' we'' trice?,'' 
Ck)inbin*d with 'aiillftS* N*lirt*i n6t>le^'gi^> 
For Natnri^swttj^'a-soVMl^ sC^fe h4¥e,' 

And boldly boastflfl'^dTh^f 'chitttis'^app^V 
Or half contesfls In'^M&atesli-O' W' me'VdVe, 

Where the still walk pervades the alent grove $ 

Where '=viribu8 'tife^ tl{eiI(^''vaSfio<S"greehs* display,' 

The stately native,' arid exoficlc g^y 'J 

The settmg silil a^paWUig luSkre " thircnvs; 

And bright with gold'thft WonVl*M%'*'for^r '^ws r-li^' 

Fain would I lo^^^ In'tKfee'-'glicres'abicfeV 

But their great ffliiV^ 1jf«K''ine''WWl ttA'dt 

Oh, what a blaze 'of 'beScofty^'b^Ms 'aif«uWdf 

.Deep 8hid*i^%b<WiHlfe mtiifift Vb^Sar' W^ 



Save where th'intniding village spire is seeiii 
Or sloping Lills attir'd in lively green ; 
The peaceful flocks roam the rich pasture Q*er% t 
And infant harvests boast their future store. -■ .ii 
But what is here ? — O genius of the groVe, 
Thy dwelling this : — then let ilie softly move, 
Where laurel bow'rs the calm recess enclose, 
And the tall oak, proud of his mi^^hty boughs, 
High in the midst a regal state maintains. 
While in his shade eternal evning reigns. 
Here the young forest liics its shoots on high. 
As emulous with older woods to vie ; 
While the fair Planter's ple:isur'd eyes survey 
Her gratefijl grove her guardian care repay. 
Oh ! as she walks your balmy blooms among, 
Let your sweet inmates pour the duteous song, 
■Nor, Philomel, withhold thy tuneful str^, 
Which now my longing ears implore in vdn. 



Fast by the forest's utmost verge we find 
^ture and Taste a temple have design'dj 
N 
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Bade useless logs a beauteous pile compose;—- 
And light and gay the finished fabrick rose. 
Now a new path the wand'ring step invites. 
Where Nature still, though unadornM, delights : 
There the neat fiurmJiouse hides its humble head; 
There blooms the orchard, and there smiles the mead ; 
While the mild tenants of the peacefoi green 
With SKttive life drver^fy the scene. 
Disdain not in these V2uied shades to find 
A lively emblem of the master's mind: 
Though bom in Hfe^s superior walks to shine. 
To graee its private paths, O Burke, is thine. 

S££ where amid the towering trees he moves. 
And widi his presence dignifies the groves ; 
Approadi widi silent awe the wondrous man. 
While his great mind revolves some mi^ty plani 
Yet fear not fi'om Us brow a £rown austere^ 
i^or mOd Benevolence inhabits there; 
And white thine eye feasts on his graceful mien, 
^iThink on the witth that lies wttfam unseen. 
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fAnd 



that Hcav'r 



isdom has inshrin'd 



t 



own 
most perfect form the noblest mind, 
irgil, prince of Latiui poets, he, 
Ltfrer of rural life and poesy. 
Improves with skilful industry the soil. 
Cheers the poor peasant, and rewards liis toil4 
While the rich stores of his prolifick mind 
|Jnstruct, adorn, amend and please mankind. 
Friend to mankind he lives, and ail the race 
Glad would infold within his large embrace: 
Nations and empires, modell'd by liis Ii;ind, 
Would with more strength const ilitiated stand; 
Fair Science, by his fost'ring genius led. 
Would with new lustre raise her drooping iiiMd ; 
And all the arts of civil life would \k 
Nurs'd by his skill, and his humanity. 



I Blest be the man ! — and blest is he — and shall, — 
In sfBte of the great vulgar and tlie small. 
Who, — ^though higli heuv'n with talents hath cndu^'dj 
th talents scarce to human lot altow'd. 
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Tety ^virhile the festive board displays its charms. 
And sprightly mirth and social friendship warms^ 
When the sad voice of indigence he hears. 
And pain and ^ckness, eloquent in tears,*— 
Forsakes the festive board with jntying eyes, 
MGbgles the healing draughty — ^and sickness flies: 
Or, if the mind be torn .with sore distress. 
Seeks with kind care the grievance to redress. 
ThiS| this is Edmund Burke— and this his creed :T-r 
This is sublime and beautiful indeed ! 

Much injured man !— what thou^ a servile train. 
Whose wav'ring souls deserve and hug the chain,. 
Inspired by malice, and by folly led. 
With wrongs and insults heap thy honoured head,^- 
Thy steady virtue, with unchanging ray. 
Shall break the cloud, and chase the gloom away ; 
Then shall thy foes, with conscious brushes, see 
Their country's friend, their monarch's friend — ^in thee. 
Camillus thus^ by guilty Rome distrest. 
Still felt the patriot-passion fire his breast ; 
With genVous arm her liberty restored, 
An4 broke th* insulting Gaul's oppressive sword, 
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Ye cultur'd walks, where grace and beauty dwell. 
Ye humbler scenes of rural life, farewell! 
Mourn not your shades dishonoured by my pnuse. 
Ye shades, which whilom learned far other lays; 
For here of old, yon waving woods among. 
With Waller's strains the joyful vallies rung. 
Methinl^ his tuneful sprite still lingers here. 
Still loves these scenes to all the Muses dear; 
Still the dear name charms with delightful sound. 
And Edmund, Edmund, echoes all around. 

And thou, the master of this fair domain. 
Vouchsafe t'accept this tributary strain. 
To thee the Muse her artless song commends, 
JJor fears the fate of what thy smile defends: 
She to thy friendship dares aspire, ('tis true) 
And claims it as hereditary due. 
Deem not base Flattery fram'd the servile lay. 
Nor turn thy disapproving ears away: 
Paternal care watch'd o*er my growing youth. 
And early stamped it with the love of truth ; 
But while they bade my words and thoughts agree^ 
They bade my heart to love and honour T/iee. 



1 



LETTER. 



EDMUND BURKE to MARY SHACKLETON, 



' Mv DEAR Miss Shackleton, 



r* I OUGHT not to have suffered myself to renoin 
so long at a disadvantage in your mind. My fault it 
conaderable : but not quite so great as it appears ; for 
your letter went round by the way of Carlisle, and 
it wus a good while bdi'ore it came to my hands. It 
oug^t indeed to have been my care to have made the 
earliest possible ackno^'ledgment, where nothing more 
was required; and in a case where indeed there was 
little more in my power to do than to tell you, in a 
few plain and sincere words, how extremely sensible 
1 was of the honour you have done me, by making 
this family and this place the subject of some of the 
most beautiful and most original verses that have for 
many years been made upon any place or any persons. 
They make us all a Uttle the more fond of ourselves. 



i 
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and of our situation. For my part I will not com* 

plain, that when you have drawn a beautiful land- 

scape you have put an old friend of your father's as 

*.'•■■• • ■ 

a figure in the foreground; nor shall I pretend that 

I am not pleased even with the excess of partiality 

which has made hitfi an object worthy of appearing in 

m 

such a scene. The scene itself, fine as it is, owes 
mlich to • the ima^ation and skill of the psdnter ; but 
the figure owes all to it. Tou great artists never diaw 
what ' is before you, but improve it up to the stand* 
ard of perfection in your own minds. * In this descrip 
tion I know nothing of inysdf; but wliat is better, 
and may be of more use, I know what a good judge 
thinks I ought to be. As to your jnaure \of this 
part of the country, I cannot help observing, that 
there is nctt the least of common^place in it. One 
cannot a(:ply it equally to every country, as most, 
things of this kind may be turned. It is particular 
aod appropriated ; and that without, being minute or 
tedious in the detail. Indeed it is a sweet poem ; and 
shews a mind full of observation, and retentivie of 
iaaages in the highest degree. Sojoe of the liner are 
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not quite so finished as to -match the rest, and some 
time or other I may take the liberty of pointing them 
out to you f and some of the rhymes hitch upon 
words, to which nothing (not even you) can give 
gjrace. But these are lesser blemishes ; and easily 
effaced, either by omission, or a trivial change. You 
will excuse this freedom. But in so fine a poem, in 
which your kindness for an old friend of your father 
has given me so great an interest, you will naturally 
expect tliat I should wish for the perfection which I 
know you can give j/oia- work with a little more of 
jfour care. 

^T pRAV excuse this very late and very imperfect ac 
knowledgment of the great fjvour you have done me. 
I cannot plead business in favour of my dday. I 
have had a great deal of leisure time. At the mo- 
ment 1 vmte this, 1 never was more busy In my life j 
indeed thus much is in favour of activity and 
pation, that the more one has to do, the more 
one is capable of doing, even beyond our direct task. 
J am ever, wilh Mrs. Burke's, my btother's, and my 
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son^s most affectionate regards to you and to all Bal- 
litore, which we love with great sincerity. 

My dear Miss Shackleton, 

Your most faithfiil. 

And most obliged and obedient 

Humble servant, 

EDM.^ BURKE. 
Beaconsfieldy Dec. 13, 1784. 



<o> 



On receiving the above Letter. 

If I am vain, this letter read, 
And let it for my pardon plead. 
When he, whom listening courts admire 

A Senate's boast, a Nation's pride. 
When BuRKB commends my artless \jt% 
I care not who commends beside f 
And his reproof I value more 
tlutp e'er I vahied praise befbret 



i)n a report of Edmund Burkes Dealh^ and of his Son 

, having been lost at Sea. 



-oOo 



OAFELT secluded in the silent shade. 
Far from the clamour and the toils of state. 

No foreign cares our calm repose invade, 
One link alone connects us with the great. 

For Burke we love, and with affection dear 
Our watchful eyes pursue his track of light ; 

And, when he mov'd in power's resplendent sphere. 
We bless'd the sphere where blazed an orb so bright. 

But when, with virtuous scorn and just disdain^ 
From these polluted scenes he nobly turned j 

Left to corruption and her venal train. 

We not for hixn but for our country moum'd^ 

To him each dear domestick joy belongs, 
Joys more congenial to his generous heart 

Than guilty wealth, amass'd by cruel wrongs,— 
Than all that pow> aod splendour can impart. 
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Oh tell it not: — ^recall the tidings sore, 

Wliich damp our fainting hearts with chilling breath. 

Rude as the blast which ravagd Belgia's shore. 
When the loud tempest rous'd the seeds of death. 

What cosdy sacrifice dost thou require. 
Insatiate Ocean ? madly dost thou rave : — 

Must such a son — the son of such a sire — 

Must Burke's sole ofispring glut thy greedy wave? 

If o'er his head thy murdVous surge be roll'd. 
While youth resists, and virtue pleads in vain, 

Restore that treasure; though the corse be cold. 
The mounting spirit thou couldst not detain. 

Attend, O stranger, on whose favoured land 
The breathless form may wake compassion's claim; 

Touch the pale limbs with no irrev'rent hand. 
And e'en in death respect an honoured name. 

Paternal tears will thank thee for the deed: — 
Paternal tears! when shall they cease to flow? 

Oh bind the wounds which thou permitt'st to bleed, 
Thou who alone canst heal so deep a wo! 
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Was it for this a father's tend'rest care 

Watch 'd o'er his child with ever-anxious eye? 

While fost'rlng ev'ry seed of virtue fair. 
Was it for this his noble heart beat high? 

Ah wo is me ! tliat noble heart ^ill fail ; 

That spirit bows which never bow'd before j 
And soon shall Fate prepare the dreadful tale: — 

The tale is told — that Edmund lives no more. 

Om heavy news! and wert thou thus to fall? 

Was grief to riot on so rich a prey? 
^d from the ' deep the deadliest shadows call 

To veil the sunset of so bright a day ? 

While Scit-nce mnurns, wliile Liberty deplores. 
While an admiring world laments thy fate; 

Friendship the silent tear in secret pours. 
To virtues which descrv'd a longer dale^ 

When all the shining gifts which Nature gave 
Shall -feel tlic wasting hand of slow decay. 

And when, in prospect of the op'ning grave, 
All that the world calls good shall fade away ^- 
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That peace, with which no earthly treasure vies. 
Grant him, we cried, when earthly scenes redre. 

In good old age to close his hononr'd eyes. 
And calmly on the filial breast expire ! 

Such meed to such superior worth was. due. 
Transcending far the notes of high renowri, — 

What voice was that ?— O be the tidings true !— 
Such glcmous meed his virtues yet shall crown. 

TwAs thine, lov'd S-— — , the cheering voice was thint. 
Prompt to partake or sooth another's wo: 

Sweet Prophetess — O may'st thou well divine. 
And share the comforts wliich thy hopes bestow, 

Tis so :--^his happy hour our grief repays. 
For Burke still lives, still oym& a father's name: 

His own dear hand the joyful truth conveys, 
Nor trusts it to the t^rdy voitje of £une» 

Yes! we forgive thee freely for the wrong, 
(Yet was the deed unkind) — ^whoe'er thou be, 

To whom these cruel falsehoods best belong. 
Which pierc'd the hearts that never injur'd thee. 
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While light and life now fear and doubt dispel. 
And the glad theme so many tongues employ^ 

Twas not for me my griefe aloud to tell, 
'lis not for me to boast aloud my joy. 

But while the changing scenes of life remove. 
Be mine that patient fidth, that equal mind. 

Content the good and evil both to prove, 
To HeavVs high vfill in all events resigned 



\ 



ON A VISIT PAID TO BALLTTORE 



BY EDMUKD BURKB AKD HIS SOK« 



And what though Winter's herald hoar 
Rudely deforms the trembling ^ray. 

The cheerful vale of Ballitore!— 
O was it ever half so gay? 

What caus'd this sudden strange delight?— 
Has Summer turned her steps again? 

Or does some comet's radiant flight 
This burst of loud applause obtain ? 

More radiant than the comet's flight. 
More welcome than the summer's day, 

Tls Burke, our " ever new delight,** 
rris Burke appears,— -and all is gay. 

p 
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O fond illusion! idle dream! 

Let not these vain ideas rise ; 
Will he to Griese's silent stream 

Withdraw him from a nation's eyes ? 

When pomp, and weaUjb^ and fame^ a 
All court him to the splendid seat i 

Will he prefer th^ rural bow'Xp 
And from adn)ina|^ crowds retreat? 

He will: — that heart no fetter^ bind. 
Repressing mem'r/s gratefril swell ; 

And simple nature plesi$'d that mind. 
Where all the uobler virtues dwells 

And still he owns this dassick shade^ 
And still this dassick shade he loves. 

Where once a cardes^ youth he stray'd, 
Where now a WQmjLrou9 man he move 



With love, with ^Mlmiratioa wanUt 
Behold us fondly gather rounds 

To gaze upon that princely form, 
Aud bear once more the man renown*d» 
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His cordial smile our zeal rewards ; 

His soothing words our hearts engage : 
His noble courtesy regards 

' The poor man's venerable age. 

I And he, the youth whose cultur d taste 

A polish'd courts attention drew, 
I Admires the scenes his father tracd. 

And greets the friends his father knew. 

BAmd you, ye blooming stripling train, 

This age's hope, this valley's pride, 
I What honest rapture fill'd each vein! 

How beat each heart while Burke you eyed! 

* The jteward, »bo wii now terving the third generation 
of Shacklecoii, who remembered the great Burke a liiila boy, pu- 
pil to hi« oM master, and who had continued to knokv and to 
love him, wai now presented to this illuairious man, who shook 
him cordially by the hard, introduced his son to him, and laid, in 
leply to the old man's compliment of " Vou have many friends in 
" Ireland, Sir,"—" I am happy. Mr. Gill, you are one of 
•' them. — You look very )vcll. — Am 1 much changed itnce you 
" (tw me ?" — The old man, whose eyes were dimmed by age, 
tnd perbap* by grateful teats, answered that he could not ice. 
Then Edmond Burke, with all ih..i kiiidiie^s and afr..bility for 
which he was to remarkable, totk up a cundle, and holding it to 
kii own face, gave pcor Gill a full view of it, and aSoided a 
■cene wbicli those who were piCiet;t cannot cusil/ fijrgei. 
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•< And this is he, the child of fame, 
^ Who trod our walks from care as free ; 

•* Now Indian echoes sound his name:— 
^* Like him O shall we ever be?'' 

Adventurous youths! such talents rare 
Hath presdent Heav'n to few assigned: 

But all to imitate may dare 
The yirtues of that gen'rous mind. 

Here let your just de^es be found. 
The prize shall w^ the toil requite; 

Tls only with such virtues crown'd 
Such splendid talents shine so bright. 



1786. 
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Serenely siml*d th'autumnal sky. 
The harvest on the hills was spread; 

The prospect gladdened Peggy's eye. 
She bade the coursers forth be led; 

For we must seek this £my scene. 

Where William's king and Peggy queen. 

Her call obeyed, she mounts with speed. 
Her cheeks the blush of morning died; 

Graceful she rules the stately steed, 
By her enamourM William's side. 

Who greets her with such smiles as those 

With which mild zephyr greets the rose. 

And Mary join'd the social train, 

The joys of friendship filled her breast; 

iVnd James was there, a sprightly swain^ 
By nature and by science blest; 

How much he knows, and knows how weD, 

I must not, and I dare not tell. 
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High on the hill hit Mill-park stood; 

The smiles of Nature deck'd the seat: — 
But we must cross the rapid flood. 

Or e'er we reach the mansion neat.— 
The flood is past, the danger o'er, 
Vfe smile at what alarm'd before. 

CyBR rugged rocks the river pours. 
High rise the cliffs on dther side: 

There the rough torrent hoarsely roars; 
Here cahnly flows a peaceful tide. 

And on its bosom, all serene. 

Retraces the delightful scene. 

All feariess as the mountain doe. 
Blithe Peggy leads the steepy way :— 

We stop, and view th'abyss below j — 
Stay, ventVous Peggy, prythee stay: 

On one false step what dangers wait! 

And i^uldst thou grieve thy gentle mate ? 
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The summit gain'd, at ease recHn'd, 
We cull the bramble's sable pride ; 

And call the tragick tale to mind. 
When infant lips these berries died: 

The tragick tale, through ages long. 

Shall last in Nature's sim[de song. 

Ah! who can hear their early doom, 
And pity's precious drops refrain. 

While, wandering in the nightly gloom. 
They pour'd their guiltless tears in vdn ?• 

Ye fidnt, ye fall, none hears your cry. 

Save the kind redbreast hov'ring nigh. 

The nmsy works of busy trade 
Too harshly strike the female ear: 

The kettle boil'd, the china laid. 
We must no longer linger here, 

But seek the dome ascending fair; 

Neatness and quiet wait us there. 
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In converse free and unconfin'd 
The careless moments glided o'er; 

No formal fetters chain'd the mind. 

Which the soft bands of friendship wore. 

But deepening shades involve the sky, 

And warn us homeward sooii to hie. 

Then, Mill-park, take my last fareweD, 
Adieu for ever, shades so dear! — 

But why, my heart, this sudden swell? 
Why gushes thus th'unbidden tear ? 

Ah! have not I a home so sweet. 

Where all domestick comforts meet? 

Why did 1 leave that spot so dear. 

From which my wishes ne'er would stray. 

To feel the pangs of parting here. 
Which love of home can scarce allay? 

And wilt thou, friendship, sweet and kind^ 

Afflict so sore the drooping mind? 
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Oh! who would share thy pure defight. 

Must also share thy tender pain: 
Then take these tears, they're now thy right; 

But when I reach my native plain. 
Shall not thy smile, with wonted grace. 
Beam from each dear, each kindred face? 



Q 
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-Now the longheaded hour at laSt is o'er, 
And I have left thee, O beloved Stramore; 
Have pass'd thy friendly gate, not, as ere wluie, 
Soon to return and meet the cordial smife: 
The cordial smile the ready welcome shew*d. 
Warm from the heart the ready welcome flow'd. 

All pensive now my courser's pride I rein. 
And fondly linger hindmost of the train; 
The morning sun now flings his clieetful dies 
O'er the wan aspect of the wintry skies. 
Oh glorious orb! thou wak'st my woes again. 
And bidst remembrance aggravate my pain; 
Recall the morn we rose with spirits light. 
To see thy dawn in summer's glory bright : 
ITiy splendours then did envious clouds inyade ; - 
Now gloomy grief extends her deeper shade. 

» 
Oh, let mc pause and look a long adieu,. 

While yet this hill commands a farewell view! 
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Fair on it's brow ascends the lofty pile, 
Where art exults in nature*s feiv'ring smile : 
Graceful it stands, with sheltering oaks embrown'd, 
And eyes siqiaior all the country round* 

TheM) where the beauteous hill be^ns to rise, 
Stramore in all her modest graces lies; 
Bright through the green her snow-white walb appear j 
For neatness K^res and reigns triumphant here: 
All fair without, all pure within we find. 
Such is the jdace, and such its inmate's mind* 
How sweet to rove thy guiltless lawns along. 
Where unmolested pours the woodland song! 
Along thy garden's velvet walks to stray, 
Or where thy thickening grove excludes the day! 
And when stern winter lays the landscape bare. 
Winter— that e'en Stramore disdains to spare, 
Then the glad hearth displays its cheerful charms. 
The social blaze the sUvnng stranger warms; 
While with the dearer warmth his bosom glows, 
Whidi hospitable friendship here bestoA^'s: 
He feels his welcome cordial and sincere, 
For Affectation dares not venture here; 
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With all her various forms she flies the plain^ 
Where simple Truth and modest Nature reign. 

THERfi, dosely veil'd with many a twisted bought 
Retired Moyallen lifts her modest brow. 
Oh boast, fair village, boast with honest pride. 
The Mameless race which In thy shades reside ; 
Where virtuous actions give the mind delight, 
While brilliant beauty captivates the sight. 
Hast thou not, Bann, with conscious pleasure seen 
Thy nymphs, like roses spangling o'er the green. 
Whose buds, unfolding to the ambient air. 
As those are spotless, but are scarce so feir? 
O beauteous Bann, once more let me survey 
ITie early sunbeams on thy waters pby. 
Oft have I ris'n at morn my limbs to Live, 
With my lov'd Marg'ret in thy glassy wave: 
Oh still as now unsulKcd may'st thou glide. 
And trade industrious bless thy flowing tide! 
But burst not o'er thy banks with cruel s^^ay. 
To SA\ecp the beauty of those meads away. 

Dear, well-known scenes ! from you mine eyes depart^ 
Yet still remembrance graves you on my heart 5 
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And whilst these eyes with fruitless sorrowsr swell. 
This heart forebodes I look a last farewell. 

Beside the smooth canal we take our way: 
AU Nature — ^all, save me alone, is gay. 

Where yon blue mount^ns rear the lofty head. 
Even there on ea^e-wing is Fancy fled. 
Rosstrcvor's shelt*ring shades has soon descried 
Her sea-beat shore, and woody mountain's side: 
That mountain steep^ fix)m whose aspiring brow 
We view*d the spacious scenes outspread below; 
With minds enlarged the spacious scenes surveyed, 
.And deemed our perils past were well repaid. 

Can I forget the morn, when all so gay, 
Fiird with the promised pleasures of the day. 
Hasty v)iF^plung*d the dashing .waves among, 
Press'd bar wet locks and on our coursers sprung? 

r 

Joyous we mov^d, for C ^y led the band. 

Soul of our circle, he th* excursion planned : 
He lov'd to spread these social joys around. 
Which in his heart d)enevoiefit abound. 
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His much ^lov'd Lucia, deck'd with smiles, was there. 
And mild Eliza, as the lily fair : 
There gentle William, and his blooming bride. 
With happy hearts the opening prospect eyed. 
Moume's lofty mountains, to the left display'd, 
In crowdid group project their gloomy shade ; 
While on the right the sea*s wide waters roll : — 
Awe-€truck I gaze, and wonder fills my soul; 

And D y gaz'd: but scarcely here could find 

Objects to fill the measure of his mind ; 
His active spirit Nature*s secrets sought: 
But chief her boldest wonders fix*d his thought. 
Much rather would his ardent glance survey 
The bursting fires of Cotapaxi play, 
Whose haughty head invades untroubled skies, 
While o'er his sides the madding tempest flies : 
Qiluch rather would his willing ear attend. 
While Niagara's thund'ring waves descend : 
Tet he is pleas'd; for all sublimely now 
Slieve-Donard lifts on lugh his awftil brow: 
The torrent's stony channel marks his side. 
And cultivation dares not there abide. 
Along his seapwom base we take our way^ 
Afid far beneath, with fearful gaze» survey 
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The boundless Ocean with tumultuous roar 

Lash the black rocks, and whiten on the shore*—* 

What do I sec? — what sudden beauties rise? 
Are these enchanted groves, which meet mine eyes? 
No-— *tis t^jie work of toil — but Taste admires 
Clanbrassill*s waving voods and gdS&k spires. 
Up the rude mountain steals the softening shade--' 
Oh ! there are haunts for contemplation made : 
There, by the living spring in secret fed. 
The river niurmurs o*er its rocky bed; 
Now all collected spreads the silver store. 

Now down the steep the rushing waters roar: 

* 

The guardian-banks their stony sides disclose. 

And a deep shade o'er all a solenm covering throws. 

A softer scene now Fancy's eye surveys. 
Where through fair fiekls the silver Lagan strays 
And midst embow'ring trees looks forth the Maze 
I^t not the sacrilegious axe invade 
A century's growth, this venerable shade, 
Where the white hours behold, * as gay they move^ 
Louisa's smile n;ward unshaken love. 
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And Lisburn near, for beauty far rcnown'd, 
Sur\-eys her plains with Nature's favours crown'd : 
High on green slopes the waving fir-trees grow. 
And the canal':; calm waters shine below } 
I "While on the borders move (a glilt'ring train) 
. Full many a blooming maid and sprightly s\i-ain. 

Where, like the ocean's spreading waters wide, 
ough-Neagh's broad bosom hoards the limpid tide, 
iFair L urgan stands ; and Fancy roves again. 
Where Taste and Brownlow beautify tlie plain : 
But purer pleasures touch the grateful heart,— 
I The joys which friendship's social charms impart. 



And thou, Dungannon, claim'st my votive layj 
L Still Mem'ry's eyes thy beauteous seats survey j 
|OnMem'ry's ear thy Echoes wondrous fall, 
IWliere sev'n loud answers wait the single caD. 
■Here fertile hills lift their bold slopes on high, 
FAnd, spread beneath, the woody vallies liej 
pWhile hospitality, with courteous care, 

^.ids the glad stranger tlirough the scenes so iair : 
R 
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Not to the parent-soU alone confined, 

The flow'rs of kindness grace the children's mind. 

O hospitality! thou plant belovM, 
On earth delightful, and by HeaV'n approved, 
Wert thou not sent the walks of life to grace. 
To shield or solace man's afflicted ract? 
If his smooth path no adverse storms assail. 
Thy beauties charm him, and thy sweets regale: 
But should Adver^ty, with chilling blast. 
Fade ev'ry flow'r wluch cheered him as he past. 
Thy sheltering arms a kind protection spread 
0*er the forsaken wandVer^s houseless head. 

Now cease, my Muse, for here thou must not dwell j 
Bid each dear shade, and dearer friend — ^farewell. 
Still bound to you by friendship's sacred ties. 
Though rivers roll between, and mountains rise. 
In the calm quiet of my native bow'rs, 
Oft shall my thoughts recall these happy hours; 
And, spite of parting pangs, with joy review 
These hours, which gave my heart such friends as you» 

1783. 



TO W. F. G. 



ON THE LOSS OF HIS LINNET. 



O FAIR Aonian Maid, descend; 
Assist me to console a fnend; 
Swift through the yielding azure fly. 
And vnpe the tear from William's eye. 
Who lately heard, from sorrow free. 
His Linnet sing as sweet as thee. 

i 

Lately — ^but now no more shall hear 
These " wood-notes wild," with raptured ear. 
Did he for this the food prepare. 
And joy to tend his pleasing care ? 
His pleasing care (ah luckless day!) 
Some envious hand purloined away. 
The open, empty cage he spies j 
Grief swells his heart, and fills his eyes : 
The sweet inhabitant is gone. 
Nor hears his master's fruitless moan. 
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But thou, who wrought this cruel deed, 
With thee may never Linnet feed! > 
Thy cage for ever empty be. 
And never Goldfinch sing for thee! 
May thee no Blackbird whistle near. 
Nor ever Thrush with musick cheer ! 
But Rooks and Ravens croak around thee. 
And Magpies with their din confound thee. 
Who could'st malidously annoy 
The pleasures of a favorite boy. 

And yet in vain was all thy spite 
To mar his innocent delight : 
For though the pretty songster's fled. 
The Muse herself comes in its stead; 
The comibrt of her verse she brings. 
And Clio, not the Linnet, sings. 



? 
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TO THE MEMORY OF S. E. 



WHO DIED AT CALCUTTA, 17S1. AG£D 22, 



DriY Muse, Wmch erst her earliest bays . 

On Edward E ^'s cold ashes laid. 

Sorrowing, the moum&i tribute pays 

To Samuel's dear, departed shade. 

Companions of those joyous hours. 

When op'ning life bloom'd £iir and gay^ 

Shan not the votive strain be yours? 

Must early friendship pass away? * 

No, seldom are those ties unbound^ 

Formed when the heart no sorrow knew) 

And if the long-lost friend be found. 
Each long-lost scene we ^d renew* 
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Why wouki'st thou leave thy native isle. 
Fair youth, those hostile seas to dare? 

Can thoM sweet looks, that rosy sniile. 
Avert (he wasting wrath of war? 

While on thy form the Graces smilM, 
All brighter shone thy polish'd mind; 

Where genius ripe, and temper mild. 
And early virtue were combin'd. ^ 

Yet grief assail'd thy tender years, 

' Thy guiltless bosom heaved with sighs ; 
Unpitied oft the sHent tears 

Rll*d the wrong*d orphan's beauteous eyes, 

Though well his gentTe heart confest 
Eagh sacred claim to pity due ; 

I ■ 

Yet dauntless courage fir'd his breast. 
And war her. sounding trumpet blew. 

t 

He caught the sound — ^he tempts the seas, ^ 
f And leaves each faithless friend behind) 

Where the proud fleet her flag displays 
AU waving with the wanton wind. 
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He 'scap'd the cannon's fiery wound j 
He *scap*d the ocean's greedy wavej 

His youthful brows the laurel crown'd. 
And valour's meed awaits the brave. 

O best reward of all thy pain! ' 

And shalt thou seek thy native shore? 

A brother's face behold again. 

Nor fear the frowns of Fortune more? 

Close to that brother's soul allied. 

Though fate your lots asunder threw 

Far as the bounds of earth divide-— 

And shall ye meet where first ye grew? 

Will ye not then, with joy elate. 
Each other's admiration claiQi? 

While both account your various fiite ; 

For each brave youth was dear to fame. 

Will you not then the scenes retrace 
Of sportive childhood's golden days, 

And own a brother's fond embrace 
A nine years' separation pays?' 



136 TO THE MEMORY OF S. E. 



t 



> 



1 



/ 



Ye will not thus:— ye meet no more: — 
Death hovers in these burning skies; 

And, dbtant from his native shore. 
His prey the blooming warrior Ues. 

O eastern re^ons! Fatal climes, 

Where stem oppression rules severe! — 
But Heav*n*s broad eye beholds the crimes. 

The cries 6f mis'ry Heav'n will hear. 



^ Sure thou, lov*d youth, wert guiltless found. 

Though fate ordain'd thine early grave: — 
And didst thou 'scape the fiery wound, 

And didst thou 'scape the greedy wave, 

To sink beneath fell fever's fire?— 

Thy warlike brother ploughs the sea;— 
What joyful hopes his breast inspire ! 
f For nought on earth he loves like thee. 



/ 



From western worlds, from hostile lands. 
Where battle's crimen banners spread. 

He comas :---'tis thee hU soul demands: — 
He m^cts the tidings — ^lliou a^t dead! 
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Has he not heard the rushing foe? 

Has he not heard the cannon's roar? 
Has he not heard that tempest blow* 

V\ hich western isles must long deplore ? 

Then why the soldier's cheek so pale? 

Why do his vanquished eyes . overflow ?- 
Oh ! never did his heart assail 

A sound so dire, such sounds of wo! 

Uncertain thus our transient state ; 

Uncertain thus our dreams of joy j 
And when such ills his path await. 

Shall man his hapless kind destroy? 

Ye brothers of the youth so dear. 

Who tread like him a dang'rious way^ 

Accept this tributary tearj 
Accept this tributary lay. 

Oh may you own the golden reign 

Of Him who bids each tumult ceastf) 

And hail the beauteous youth s^n. 
In regions of eternal peace ! 

* The hurricane in St. Lucia* 

S 



THE WIDOW. 



No drcumstance of this dittrtttfiil tale has been exMggmiML Tb€ 
writer, visiting where the widow was a servant, was struck with 
the extreme dejection of her countenance, and with the uncommonly 
plaintive tones which she was overheard to sing. Happily for her she 
fouglit where consolation ^lone was to be found, in the comforts of 
Religion. 



^ Nine days the mortal wound thou bore, 

* And Death tril!h Niture stfove; 
* And I was on tMs distant shc^e, 

* Thou husband of i(ny love. 



* Denied to me each sa(;red rit^ 

* Of mourmng love to pay ; 

* Denied to me the last sld sight : — 

* Oh! thou w'ert far awaty. — 

* Why was the youth I held so dear 

« With dv'fy beauty bleA ? 
« And why such ties of truth s\ncef6 
« AttacJh him to my breast ? 



*\ 
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* That fated day why did we prize, 

* Which saw our hands unite ? 
^ Unthinking Love no cloud descries 

^ In Fortune's glaring light. 

* And why did War her voice abhorred 

^ Lift in our peaceful land? 
^ And why did he, my wedded lord, 
^ Mix with the marti^ band? 

* Why did be trust the promise vain, 

^ That he should here abide \ 
^ Should stay to guard his native plain, 

* And guard his helpless bride ? 

^ O ye, who honour's just demand 

* So lightly can forego, 

^ Who tear him frpm his native lapd; 

* Yc shall not part us so, — 

* With many a weary step I mov'd, 

* Distress my bosom tore; — 

* And now a mother's throes I proved,— 

* And now a babe \ \^re. 
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*' Patient for thee, my infant mild, 

* I bore a mother's throes ; 

^ But thou hast cost me, hapless chil(j|, 

* Severer pangs than those.— 

* And is not yet our journey done, 

* Though Britain's isle we greet ?— 

* My luckless lord! a burning suit 

* Must on thy temples beat. 

* Yon vessel bound for Indian lands 

* Invokes the fav'ring wind :— . 
Then go where rigorous Fate conunands;- 

I will not stay behind. 



cc 



•* With thee ITl tempt the ocean dreary 
" And ev'ry dang'rous way : 

^ This smiling babe our tuils shall cheer, 
*' And Hoi^e shall be our stay. 

•* And when the battle rages loud, 
" My prayers shall louder be; 

^ VU watch thee 'midst the furious crowd, 
^ ril tend and cherish thee.' 



THE WIDOW. 



* But see the war-steel'd chieft appear, 

' Their purpose dire to tell j 

• And from the father's breast to tear 

' All that he lov'd so well. 

' O thou, who didst this doom approve, 

* Ye Mothers all depart! 
' Connubial, or paternal love 

* Ne'er warra'd thy savage heart : 

■ Else had that gen'ral cry of pain 

* Rclax'd thy stubborn will. — 

■ Keen anguish seiz'd my throbbing brain :■ 

* I feel, I feel it still. 



' My babe, when ev'ry fond delay 
' Of ling'ring love was o*er ; 

■ How light did all the sorrou-s weig 
* Thy mother felt before ! 



' Now high in ^r the streamer flows, 
' The sails their bosoms swell ; 

' While to the husband of my vows 
* I breath'd » tut farewell. 
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" An d take/* he cried, ^ these garments feuTji 

*' These shall thy wants supply: 
" Thy widow'd spouse has now no care 

" To please thy partial eye. 

** And take this watch of silver fine, 

" (My joyous hours are past:) 
** When Want shall seize each gift of inme> 

** Resign this gift the last/ 

* Ye pitying maidens listening round, 

' I see your cheeks grow pale:— 

* Your gentle breasts why should I wound 

* With such a mournful tale ? 

* Ne'er may youi*tender frames endure 

> The hardships which I proved j 

* Cold, hungry, feeble, faint and poor, 

* And far from him I lov*d, 

* Oh ne'er may yours these torturer own, 

* Which oft my bosom dried; 

^ While, answering to its mother's moaiiy 
^ My trembling infut cried* 
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But Fortune now with transient smile, 

^ As wearied with my harms. 
Restores me to my native isle, 

^ And to my kindred's arms. 

How short the calm! — ^Now Rumour flics 

* Swift from the hostile plain ; 
And Rumour tells, my husband lies — 

* Lies mingled with the slain. 

Yet o'er the clouds, which death portend^ , 

* Deceitful comfort stole ; 

And Hope, the wretch's latest friend, 
^ Upheld my sinking soul. 

For sure I thought that fr^ from stain, 

' A guiltless life I led, 
iVnd pitying Heav'n would cease to rain 

' Such sorrows on my head. 



At least O grant me strength to bear 
' My misery now complete: — 

I heard the truth :-t-I liv'd to hear : — 
^ And R^easQn kept her seat^ 
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^ It was that fatal day of blood 

^ On Coromandel^s coast; 
* When Cuddolore the force withstood 

^ Of Britain's warlike host* 

* That ruthless War permission found 

* To make my lord her prey : — 

* He languished with his mortal wound, 

^ And I was far away, 

^ In those dark hours my tender cares 
^ Might haply have prevailed j 

* And faithful Love with ardent prayers 

^ Had Mercy's gate assail'df 

* That precious flood rf streaming gor« 

^ My duteous hand had dried; 

* And friendless, on that burning shore, 

^ My husband had not died. 

*' No wonder now my songs are sad, 
^ And tears incessant flow: 

^ This heart muse never more be g^ad, 
* Ti^ wedded now to wq. 

T 
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Had he I lov'd unfaithful been, 

* And giv'n my vows awayj 

I still could bear that anguish keen,* 

* And for his safety pray* 

Oft in my dreams his image dear 

* Returns upon my sight:— 
I wake to pour the londy tear^ 

^ And sicken at the light. 

Oh! sure my fiunting heart had died, 

^ But mercy sweet I foimd; 
And He the healing balm applied, 

* Whose powY ordain'd the wound. 

He, gradous Father, firmest Friend, 

^ Beheld a widow's moan; 
And taught me comfort's dews descend 

< From Him, and Him alone*' 



• Thii sendmenti lingular aa it may teem* was expreised by 
die widow. 
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The widow ceas*d. — ^My Nancy dear 

Indulgent Kty sway'd; 
Jind to her Mary's listening ear . 

The mournful tale conveyM. 

Thou gave the subject to my Muse, 
To thee she gives the strain j 

And never may our hearts refuse 
To share another's paini 



THE INTERMENT OP 



VARUS AND HIS LEGIONS 



BY GERMANICUS. 



FROM TACITUS. 



-oOo- 



NOT far from hence, the scene of dire dismay. 
The forest drear of Teutoburpum lay^ 
Where, slain by barb'rous hands, the Roman host 
Moum'd their brave countrymen ignobly lost. 
Now twice the Sun had trod his annual rounds 
And still their bones strew the detested ground; 
Germanicus, the noble Roman chief, 
IBs gen'rous bosom touch'd with honest grief. 
Asks if his troops consent to pierce the gloom. 
And grant their yet unburied friends a tomb. 
The pious troops the pious act approve. 
Inspired by pity and fraternal love; 
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For in this tender interest all had part. 

Or kindred's ties, or friendship's bound the heart; 

Or the disastrous lot of human kind. 

Or war's eventful fortune mov'd the mind. 

The deed resolv'd, Caedna hastes before, 
To pierce the wilds, the doubtful paths explore; 
O^er reedy pools and treach'rous marshes laid 
The bridge secure, or solid causeway made. 
Approaching where the melancholy wood, 
Ifideous to sight, hideous to mem'ry, stood. 
The troops with awe the deepening shades espy, 
And now the doleful solitude is nigh. 
They enter sadj and all before them lay 
The forest drear, the scene of dire dismay: 
There his wide camp ill-fated Varus spread; 
Three Roman Eagles there three legions ledj 
The ruinous intrenchments still remsun. 
And the chok'd ditch had swallow'd iip the sl^n : 
Perhaps resolv'd their desp'rate fate they tried. 
And here, as in their graves, contending died. 
Behold the open field, a piteous sight. 
The field with bones of slayghter'd Romans white! 
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long look*d on by the dark and angry sky. 
There singly fall'n, and here in heaps they lie : 
There, as they fled before superior might} 
There, as they struggled in th'unequal fight j 
Here in their path are broken javelins thrown. 
And there the gen'rous coursers' limbs are thrown.- 
O Roman hearts, how wildly throbb'd you then. 
When the torn trees display'd the sculls of men! 
Oh luckless fruit, and oh accursed groves. 
The pious foot far. from your confines roves. 
Deep in your haunts the savage altars rise. 
Where smokM the horrid, human sacrifice; 
Where, by the stern barbarians captives led. 
The Tribunes and Centurions basely bled,— 
Oh scenes of horror! monuments of grief! 
Nor rage, nor pity can afford relief: 
Some few survived their fellows' fate to tell. 
And point the spot where their lov'd leaders fell. 

" We lost our Eagles there, the Roman shamie; 
*• Here wounded Varus mourn'd liis flying famej 
** Retreating there, he made the fatal stand, 
" And pcrish'd by his own unhappy hand. 
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^^ There the tribunal of Arminius stood : 

^^ The proud Arminius, red with Roman blood, 

^^ Harangued his host; and there his eyes he fed 

^^ With Roman prisoners to vUe ^bbets led, 

** Our standards fall'n, our glory laid so* low;— 

^ Insulting triumph of a barb*rous foe!" 

TwAS thus the troops, by genVous pity sway'd. 
The long-neglected, pious duties paid. 
While all the melancholy business share. 
None knew whose bones engag'd his tender care ; 
But, while revenge and grief his bosom rend. 
Beholds them as a kinsman or a friend. 
In this sad office, grateful to the dead. 
And in th'indi^ant tears the living shed, 
Germanicus took part ; and, kind as brave^ 
j^^aid the first sod upon the common grave. 

Such are thy trophies, with such stains defil'd, 
Insatiate War, Ambition's cruel child! 
Behold mai^ thirsting for his brother's blood, 
like the fell monsters of the savage wood!-*- 
And shall such hatred in those souls reside. 
For whpm our gracious me^k Redeemer di^? 
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Fofffaid it, aU ye sainted 
Fofffaid it, O thou sacred 
Perplex'd and rugged is t 
Tlien do not pbnt it witl 



O tor that time when War's load voice shall cease. 
When hopeless slav'ry shall obtain rdease. 
And a tunokiious worid be hush*d in universal peace ! 



E P I T H A L A M I U M. 



TO A. S. 



W HEN now thy tranquil heart calm comfort knows^ 
Nor hopes, nor fears disturb its sweet repose ; 
When now thy cup of earthly bliss runs o'er. 
And hardly canst thou dare to ask for more; 
When now thy hours in gay succession move. 
West in the sweet reward of constant love ; — 
Say shall the Muse thou cherished raise her lay. 
And to fraternal love the tribute pay? 
Inspir'd by Lydia's smiles, the song renew. 
The song to friendship and a brother due ? 
Thus while the needless task employs my hours^ 
The b\xsy mind collects her active pow'rs. 
In Fancy's fields to cull th'immortal blow. 
And weave a garland for thy Lydia's brow. 

Flow softly, Griese, attend the bridal straii^ 
Nor drink the tea?3 of slighted love agaia. 
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The flattMng groves thdr tempting smiles put on : 

What need we now your smiles? the prize is won. 
Ye would npt cheer my brother when he stray'd. 
An hopeless lover, in your mournful shade. 
The waters murmur'd, and the breezes sigh'd^ 
And Echo sadly to his phdnts replied; 
Y^t to no other object turn his eyes, 
Fix'd in his breast his Lydia*s image lies. 
Oh, then reward the worthy gen'rous sw^n, 
Nofr let a constant loyer sue in vain^f— 
She smiles: the chilling snov^ dissolve away, 
And hope^s fair dawn foretells a prospVous^ day^; 
Soft yielding show*rs allay the boistVous wind, 
And Nature learns from Lydia to be kind. 

Flow softly, Oriese, attend the bridal str;iin, 
Nor drink the tears of slighted love again. 

At length the day arrives, the happy day, 
Pale Doubt and Envy sicken at the ray ; 
Where rise Eblana's towers with graceful pride, 
Twas there the happy nuptial knot was tied. 
To fair Maria's dome our steps are led. 
Where Friendship decks the board by Plenty spread. 




There drcst in smiles, behold the bridal tbrong, 

Each damsel worthy of a poet's song: 

No wishes to surpass .the rest annoy 

The gende bosom, tun'd alone to joy; 

As in the galaxy, with mingled rays. 

The modest stars diffiise a gcn'ral blaze. 

Flow sofUy, Griesc, attend the bridal strais, 
Nm" drink the tears of slighted love again. 

But see ! the bride in virgin-beauty drest. 
Led by the Graces, gleams beyond the rest; 
As Hesper's chirnis, in dewy lustre bright. 
Excel the brilliant daughters of the night. 
Mer gentle manners^ and her aspect kind. 
Are but the mirror of her brighter mind. 
See these blue eyes with PallaA' wisdom shine. 
Skilful like her the various thread to twine; 
But PalUs' sterner air aside she lays. 
And on her lip the smile of Venus plays. 
Diana's walk, and graceful blush is seen. 
On thy smooth dieek, and in thy lofty mien ; 
Where ■wisdojii) love, and modesty conspire. 
The finish 'd piece e'en Envy must 'adirjre.— 
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But frown not on my song, accomplish'd fair. 
If I to. fabled names thy charms compare : 
In those blest days when ^mple nature sway*d 
The artless breast, so smil'd the Syrian maidj 
Fair as the mom to Manure's valleys came, 
And crown'd the Patriarch's Heav*n-directed flame. 
Flow softly, Griese, attend the bridal strain. 
Nor drink the tears of slighted love again.* 

Now the glad steeds are to the chariot join'd^ 
The rolling wheels leave pomp and care behind. 
No vulgar plain expects thee, lovely maid; 
Thy presence deigns to grace no vulgar shade : 
Dear to the Muses are our genial groves; 
There the great spirit of blest Science roves : 
Spring flies before thee, and prejmres thy way ; 
A fresher green the smiling meads array : 
Ambrosial dews refresh the springing flowers. 
The budding hawthorn, and the thick'ning bow*rs: 
Beneath thy feet the prc^itant^ violet springs, 
And Zephyrs fan thee wth their balmy unngs. 
ITiy blooming charge to hail thy coming fiy, 
And on their mistress feast the greedy eye ; 



I 
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While genuine smiles o'er their fresh beauties play, 

iUready coiihcous of her gentle sway. 

Fkw softly, Griese, attend the bridal strain. 
Nor drink the tears of slighted love again. 

Yes: thou wilt love our valley, lovely maid} 
Thy modest virtues seek the silent shade: 
To crown these virtues, see ! immortal Love 
Plucks spring's first treasures in th'uniading grove: 
(No wanton boy, whose darts at random fly. 
But a bright Being of the upper sky ) 
Th' eternal buds shall round thy temples glow. 
Nor scorch'd by summer's heat, nor chill'd by winter's snow. 

Now, Griese, flow s\^ifdy through the happy plain. 
And on thy willows let my harp remain, 
T\U prosp'rous Love awake the strings agwi. 



O N A 



GROTTO MADE BY CHILDREN. 



Behold this Grot: by infant hands 
Composed, the little wonder stands. 
Here Lydia, Robert, Bella vied 
Who best the rugged stone should hide: 
Fraternal love their toils beguil'd. 
And aD who saw their labours smil'd. 
The roof with shells and moss inlaid. 
And velvet seat, their toik overpaid. 



What joy the finished work inspires 1 
XJnlgiown to you the wild desires, 
The secret sigh, the starting tear 
Of him who sto(^ to enter here^ 
While -Innocence, your guardian, spreads 
Her snowy pinions o'ar jfowr heads. 

But, when your spreading forms ai)se. 
Will you these childish joys despise? — 

X 
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No : memory still shall fondly gaze 
On tho dear scene of happier days. 
But nobler tasks will then employ 
The prudent girls, and studious boy ; 
With manners pure, and thoughts refin'd^ 
So to adorn the deathless mind ; 

ft 

So fitly words and actions place, 
That those may add to th^e a grace. 
Thus, when your Grot shall fall, you'll raise 
Ji fairer jnonument of praise! / 



ON TKE 



DEATH OF MY A U N T^ 



'••se^^ 



Why on the willow hangs my harp so long ? 
The fiin'ral dirge has oft been sung by mc : 
Then, dearest subject of my saddest song, 

Why am I slow to mourn the loss of theei 

Light sorrows soon dissolve, like melting snow ; 

But when beneath the heaviest grief we groan^ 
The soul, astonish'd at so vast a wo. 

Stands stupified, ancl harden 'd into stone. 

My dearest Aunt, I ne'er shall see thee more j 
No more instruction gather from thy tongue j 

No more to thee my trifling cares deplore; 

Oh, cease my heart, with keen reflection stung ! 

No : though my heart weeps blood at ev'ry vein, 
m bring her virtues to my tortur'd mind. 

Her patient suff"'ring years of Ung'ring pain. 
Her sweet benevolence, and soul refin'd. 
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Happy the youth intrusted to her care ! 

Her precepts taught us, her example won : 
Happy, if we like her shall persevere, 

like her behold a joyful dayVwork done ! 

Gently she chid, and with delight approved. 
Nor on our youthful errors frown'd severe ; 

We fisar*d t'oflfend whom we so dearly lov^d. 

Who sou^t out wel£ire ^th a mother's care. 

Fair Charity fix*d in that breast her home ; 

In that soft seat sweet Mercy lov'd to dwell : 
And what the poor have lost — ^that rending groan. 

Those lookd, that gushing flood >of anguish tell. 

Dii> e'er her eye withhold the pitying tear ? 

XAd e*er her tongue the humble. boon deny? 
Did she to sorrow*s tale refuse her ear. 

Or fail'd her hand the cordials to supply? 

Clos*d is that eye, that shed the pitying tear ; 

Mute b that tongue^ which comfort could impart 
For ever deaf that once attentive ear. 

And cold, for ever cold, that genVous heart ! 
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IThen the loud storm disttirb'd the peaceful night. 
And the tall elm-trees bow'd before the wind; 

On. those dear eyes did no soft slumbers light. 
And soothing quiet fled that gentle mind 

^^T for herself she fear'd : her tender heart 

Felt for the poor, wet with the wintry rain ; 

^'^k for the tempest-tossed sons of art. 

Who plough'd the dang'rous bosom of the main. 



£E jnning ^ckness on her vitals seize. 

And steal that dear, that valued life away:- 
^Ah I stop thy rapid progress, dire disease, 
A litde ^yet a litde longer stay. 

For her the widow supf^cating cries. 

And the poor orphans pour their prayers in vain, 
*' She who consol'd our woes expiring lies,— 

" Can none (though all would gladly) ease her pain V 

Ah me! with what unutterable pangs 

That life so dear declining fast I ^dew'd) 

While fell Suspense her unrelenting &ngs ^ 

Fix*d in my heart, and drank my \iul blood! 
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Ye sons of sdence, skdll'd in Paean's lore. 

Say can you comfort's healing balm impart? 

What cordial can the £unting soul restore ? 

Or Where's the styptick for a bleeding heart? 

I thought kind death my anguish soon would end; 

But human reason judges oft in vain ; 
I saw thee, oh my parent and my friend, 

I saw thee languish under mortal pain. 

I saw the dreary hour of parting breath ; 

Saw trembling on thy lip the fatal sigh; 
I saw these predous eye-balls roll in death; 

I saw thee dying — and — I did not die! 

There was the cruel blow! — Death's heavy hand 
Broke the fine thread, and bid us ever part : 

Lost in convulsive grief we groaning stand. 

And crowding sorrows swell the bursting heart. 

Oh, what is life, its loss that we bewjul. 

And to preserve it with such fondness strive? 

What— that we should, when Nature's calls prevail. 
Celestial shade, de^re thee still alive ? 
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What is it, but to drink the cup of tears,-— 

Through a wild maze of thorny cares to tread,— 

To war with passions, sink. beneath our fears?— 
Oh j what is life, when we behold thee dead ? 

Thy loss an only sister's tears deplore. 

Her sweet companion, and her earliest friend ; 

Who hop'd, when life's tumultuous scenes were o'eri 
Her latter days in peace with thee to spend. 

Thy loss a faithful handmaid weeps sincere. 

Whose filial love thy mild commands bespeak ; 

Who, like an orphan-child, with many a tear 

JBath'd thy pale corse, and kiss'd thy day-cold cheek. 

But still, dear mother, still thy throbbing heart. 
And cease, Eliza, fondly to complain ; 

^ad not wise Heav'n decreed this bitter smart. 

Your prayers, your tears had not been pour'd in vain. 

£uT weak are all our efforts; mighty wo 

Soon bears down reason, like a rushing sea: 

Who bids the tears of nature not to flow? 

Oh ! were they tears of blood, they're due to thee. 
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S££ Memory leads her fair, ideal band : 

Let me embrace the pleasing, pensive guest.—* 
Oh MemYy, cease: thy dose-coppressing hand 
. Fastens ten thousand sorrows to my breast. 

That converse wisely gay and sweetly grave, 

That tear, which jsoft compassion taught to flow. 

These peaceful smiles, which consdous virtue gave. 
Wring my sad soul with agonizing wo.— 

What do I see ? what form (fivine appears. 

Breaks the black doud, and shines serenely bright i 

Her pladd eye-lids undefiPd with tears. 

Her mien composM, and robe of woven light? 

^is Resignation, by Reli^on sen^: 

She comes to luU our bleeding woes to test ; 
She comes to bid us not that stroke lament. 

Which made the suflF'ring saint for ever blest. 

Th£re, where the stream of fife immortal flows^— 
There, where the tears are wipM from ev'ry eye,— 

There, where the weary traveller finds repose, — 
There lives my Aunt : and she shall never die. 
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Oh, if wc ^ffin thai blest, that trmquH sliore. 
Say sltal oor soak imdodiM each other know? 

SbD loog^cfiridad friends emfance once more. 

Nor dread the stroke of death, which parts bdow - 

Pufsiiii^iLors mortal, fonn'd fay Nature fral, 
Keodve as comforts sent the staff and rod; 

Seek not to kam what is bevoDd the txIj 

Bat bombhr hope, be sal, and know thy GcxL 
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SPRINGMOUNT, whfle my ravished sight 
Stray'd o'er thy beauties with delight^ 

1 plann'd for thee the votive lay: 
And now, though distant far away. 

My Muse, in humble valleys bom^ 
Attunes the trembling strings ; 

Nor let fair Springmount*s master scorn 
The tribute which she brings. 

When he, who on a worse intent 
Than ever mov'd my Muse W2s bent. 
Through the wide waste of Chaos trod 
A long, uncomfortable road ; 

At length he leap'd the sacred fence. 

And bursting on his view 

Beheld the blest inheritance 

To steadfast virtue due. ' 

So when, in later days, my Muse 
(Shell the comparison excuse) 
With painful step had journey*d slow. 
O'er lofty Kilworth^s dreary brow; 
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At length she reached the social shrine, — 

The doors are open thrown. 
And Springmount, breathing sweets divine, 

In all its' glory shone. 

* 
Though thus compared, with difiPrent views 

Did Satan then, does now my Muse 

An earthly paradise explore. 

And traverse all its borders o'er : 

An happy pair, with fell despite. 

He purposed to destroy; 

An happy pair, in friendship's right, 

She celebrates with joy. 

Let us ascend the turret's height. 
And send afar the dazzled sight. 
Where silver Lee, with rapid glide. 
To the broad ocean pours his tide : 
GCs banks, by nature's hand attir'd. 

Where various beauties throng. 
Seem by the passing ships admir'd. 
As slow they move along. 

There Cork her splendid front displays. 
Nor she disdains the Muse's lays} 
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For where her statdy streets extend, 
Tlie ffasgrk shades their beauties blend : 
Remembrance wanders back to thee. 

And haunts thy peojded streets, 
IVbere courteous hoqxtaKty 
With smiks the stranger greets. 

Now can thy wand'ring Ranees home, 
Where the kiv'd mistress of the dome 
Amidst her bahny garden stands^ 
And tends her flow'rs with skiUiil hands. 
The grateful sweets reward her care. 

As thou^ they joy*d to find 
Omgenial virtues flourish £ur 
Within their ladv's mind. 

O rosy Health, thy pinions spread. 
And shield from harm that honoured head, 
Fnmi noontide heats, and ev'ning dews. 
Her pleaang task while she pursues: 
Thy smile shall gild the pasang hours. 

And brightest bloom bestow; 
Though western worlds present their flow'rs 
On Springmount*s hill to blow. 
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But, Springmount, plants of aoUer kind 
Employ thy lib'nd master^s mind; 
An hopeful train around him meet. 
And sit beneath hi^ doctrifi^ sweet. 
To taste that love, which widely spreads,. 

Or humbly sedi: to find 
The dew, that solemn silence sheds 
0*er the seqiiCBter'd osind. 

Oh, may that pure and hatf fimnt, 
WUch issues firom tht sacred mount. 
Long the delightful streams wap^ 
Of gospel-love and harmony! 
Long may their host with Idndly cheer 

Ifis visitants caress ; 
And, like his Lord and Master dear. 
Both break the bread, aiid bleas! 

Tet the dread hour b on its way, 
(Far distant be the fatal day!) 
When this lov'd psdr for seats divine 
Their earthly Eden- must resipi.— 
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Oh, Springmnunt, how thy charms will £ide» 

Beheld by weeping eyes; 
\\ hOe grief shall sicken in thy shade. 

And load the gale uHth sighs! 

That hall, where joys so pure were felt, 
Vhere open-hearted kindness dwelt. 
Oil, may its echoes ne'er rebomid 
Inteinp*rate riot's empty somidl 
The mother-vine laments that e'er 

Her treasure she reagn'd. 
To sink the lords of nature £ur 
Below the bestial land. 

No, ^rmgmount : ever be thy seat 
^^ virtue ^e serene retreat! 
Xime harms not this immortal flow*r, 
*Tie fairest guardian of thy bowV : 
And when, to nun's hand a prey, 

Thy mouldering fabrick lies ; 
Children unborn shall point, and say, 
** There dwelt the good and wise." 



I N E 



WRITTEN IK A BOWER* 



JLJEAR, lovely bow r, to-morrow mom 
Erom thee I haste away : 

SajTy win the sun with smiks adorn 
That melancholy day ! 



Aa yes ! the sun as Inri^t will slune, 
Tlie flow'rs as gsuly blow ; 
but this lu^ess heart of miiie 
Win wear the g^m of wo. 




How quickly am I fbrc'd to haste 

From scenes so £ur and new! 

Tliy charms I just began to taste; 
Sweet Abbeville^ adiepi 



OAT though to me more lovdy vales 
And sweeter shades are ff^n 

pang the parting spirit feels, 
Hmog^ ksviog earth £x He 

Z 
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RETURNING FROM DUBLIN. 



AlAa hail my dear, my native plain i 
"With joy I greet thy shades again ; 
But far more grateful still I find 
That welcome, which enchants my mind. 

Yet ere I fondly rush once more 
To all thy charms, O Ballitor?* 
One parting glance allow these eyes. 
Where feir Eblana's tow'rs arise; 
Allow my heart one grateful swell. 
Allow my lips one fond farewell. 
What though, all friendless and alone, 
Through crowded streets I ventur'd on^ 
And from rude passengers have borne 

The insults of malignant scorn ! 

What though, when no lov*d friend was nigh, 

I heav'd for village-shades a sigh ; 

Yet, when the distant domes I found. 
With friendship's social blessings crown'd> 
I felt my toils were all overpaid. 
And sigh'd not for the village-shadev 
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And when my Nancy's voice so dear 

Gladden'd my heart, and charmed mine ear. 

The hours unnoticed past away ; 

For then 'twas Friendship's gala-day. 

With one reluctant ^ance, 'tis true, 

I bade the stately town adieu ; 

One soft regret assail'd my heart. 

From many a tender fiiend to part : 

But now these parting throbs are o*er, 

Now let me fondly rush once more 

To all thy charms, O Ballitore ! 

For "Vrhilst I wander in thy grove. 

Or while beside thy stream I rove, 

A sweet emotion fills my mind. 

Which in no other spot I find. 

*Tis Home J that dear, domestick name. 
Which wins us with so kind a claim ; 
For transient joys abroad we roam. 
But happfaiess resides at home. 
Here, in their simple charms array'd, 
I meet the Genii of the shade ; 
And, foremost of the lovely train. 
Content, sweet mistres§ of the plain : 
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From the proud hall of state she flies. 
And here her ^t^w-roof *d temples rise* 
Once more, sweet maid, thy smile I feel. 
The wounded spirit skill'd to hed; 
And when I lay me dotm to rest. 
Closing the day, whith thou hast Uest^ 
The honey-dews of slumber Uand 
Steep my glad eyes it thy command. 
And when night's dusky shadowy fly. 
And day unseals her golden eye. 
Employment then, thy faithful friend. 
Hastens thine empire to defend : 
Swift to my peaceful couch she flies, 
^Aild bids me with the morning rise ; 
Tor, foe to sloth, this active pow'r 
Admits not of the vacant hour* 
Beside her trips blithe Exercise, 
In Recreation's gay disguise ; 
The sportive walk she loves to lead^ 
She loves to rule the sprightly steed : 
The cherub Health stands smiling by. 
With ruby lip and diamond eye. 
My meager form, my pallid cheek. 
Her presence sur^ can ill bespeak^ 



< 
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Tet do I ^ory in her reign. 

And fed her bound throu^ ev'ry vein. 

CivBR of goody whose hand has shed 
Such ^fts on this unworthy head. 
Continue these ; an d ■ O impart 
The blessing of a thankful heart! 




THE MOTHER. 

THE family here mentioned were ngt less respectable be- 
cause they were in humble life. The attachment of 
the brothers was remarkable, and the wori^t of the dy- 
ing youth are expressed here almost verbatim. It is 
not uticommon, when a favourite maiden dies, for her 
companions Co revisit, and new dress her grave, at the 
end of a month, singing the song of lamentation sacred 
to the dead. This tribute was paid by her companions 
to their dear Anastasia. Her lover attended, and her ve- 
nerable parent, whose patience, thnugh it had been 
preserved through her sufferings till then, forsook her 
on that afflicting occasion. 



S>WEET is the gradous task that Heav'n 
Hath to a fav'rite few consign'd. 

To heal the wounds which sorrow cave. 
And sooth the tempest-tossed mind. 

Fair child of fccling Auna conies, 

With pensive mien and pitying eye. 

To wipe the childless mother's tear, ,^ 

T# calm the widow's bursting sigh. 



I. 
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And whfle she sees distress and pain 

The destined lot of all below j 
To such an ear ill tell my tale. 

Though simple, be the tale of wo. 

Beneath yon hill's o^er-^elt'^ring shade. 
An aged widow's cottage rose : 

Three manly sons, two daughters fait. 
Promised her days a peaceful dosei 

■ 

.But chief one son, her ddest-barn* 
A mother's tend'rest cares repaid 4 

While, worthy o£ an higher sphere, 

His soul each genVous purpose sway'd^ 

JHiii next in age, in virtue near, 

With duteous love a brother eyed^ 

This pattern fair to imitate, 

At once his pleasure, and his pride* 

Np wild intemperance stained their youth, 

' Their nights in guiltless slumbers flew ; 
Their days in cheerful labour pass'd, 
Their kindred souls together grew. 
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But see where raging Febris speeds ; — 

Turn from this dwelling— —turn away ; 

The bowl of riot flows not here, 

Nor luxury prepares tliy prey. 

Ah, fruitless prayer! — her offspring dear. 
All on the bed of sickness l^d. 

From couch to couch the mother flies, 
Aghast, astonish'd, and dismay'd. 

Where's now that son, her eldest born?— ^ 
He sleeps in long enduring night ; 

His breathless corse by stealth convey'd 
Far from his brother's watchftil sight : 

For 'twas his fond and frequent prayer 
To die whoie'er his brother died ; 

And now that solemn hour was come. 
The mortal veil is drawn aside. 



** Where is the brother of my heart ?'* ■■ . 

" Oh let thy anxious bosom rest j 
*' He sits beside the social hearth, 

" Which oft receiv'd the joyous guest." 

A a 
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«wi^MMi^S55SS^^»— ^M^S^^^^^^SSi^^^— ^^^^S^SS^^Si^i^f — ^M^JB^S^^^^^S^^i^-i 

■ j' 

^^ D£C£Xvx.me i^ot (•<— that weU4aipwii forio^ 
<« I see .staAd : w^iung by my side, 

" That welUuK^ivii voice I must obey*'— ^ 
So spah^ -the youtfa -^-^^-^^e -spake and died. 

And d^e, tbe sister of ftlietrtove. 

Whose yottth tibey Wttch'd with careful eyes, 
(Her gmiytimt gone^ why ^ould she stay?) 

Tkke (UocMtuiDg Aaastasia diesi 

JlH^.HfiQthtf Itw der <]hildren M, r 

MSMk deosiit gfcief and e^sd Hiind ; 
Thank^ Heav*a that once such bksung gave, 
: Aiidi bow-fly ot thought she bow'd resigned. 

But now bi^ht Miui's morning came ; 

H^ idami no festive sports attend, 
0*er ^Uiitttasia*s eiriy grave 

The.ttainDf ^rginpmoumers bend. 

W^T H these the pensive lov^ came ; 

With .these; the mo^mful rites to pay, 
To hang tbe^ votive garland there, 

Ai^d /mpistffii ^iHi&.his tears the day. 
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Hast thou not through Hibernian vales. 
Observing simple nature, stray*d? 

Hast thou not heard the song of death. 
Far echoing from the fun'ral shade ? 

Such song they rais'd : — and now they paus'd j- 
And now they ask'd, with plaintive cry, 
Youth, beauty, and thy lover smiPd; 
Why, Anastasia, would'st thou die ?" 






The mother heard : the mother came : — 

Grief burst its bound : ^in accents wild. 

Low bending o*er the new-made graves. 
She fondly hail'd each buried child. 

If — ^\\'hile her hoary locks she tore. 

If — ^while the wounds of sorrow ||M, • 

At Heaven her eyes accusing glanced ; . > . " Z' 
Sure Heav'n forgave* the frantick 



And thou wilt pity, gentle maid; 

But never may thy bosom know 
The tumults drear, the throbbing pangs, 

Which swell the aching breast of wo ! 



; &=.--■- >t ,.;^. _r ^ , _ ,^>-^^ 
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COJWE, SaHy^ sister of my heart. 
Let us from busier scenes retire. 

To taste the joys that thought impart. 
And nature's glowing charms admir?. 

Come, let us, while the ev'ning gale 
In balmy whispers softly blows. 

Let us admire the golden vale. 

Through which the winding XP^t flows. 

And here in sweet retirement laid, 
fill'd with a tender pleasing p^. 

We'll fondly view the well-known shade. 
And trace forgotten scenes again* 

At Memory's call the soul expands; > 

Nor dares the touch unhallowed dry 

The graceful tear, which trembling stands 
In fair affection's glistening eye. ' 



tti^ t -' - .^^3^ "^ 
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But ah ! wliat means this sudden gloom ? 

What means this shade of sorrow deep ? 
nis Death has £ided all the bloom, 

And bid the smiling landscape weep. 

Where's the good man whose placid brow. 

Whose gennine smile-^adorn'd this shade? 
Where's ^honest James ?— alas ! full low 
In Death's eternal slumbers laid. 

w 

Oh James ! 'tis thee the valley mourns j 

The altered prospect sad I see. 
From scenes once lov*d while Fancy turns. 

And looks around in vain for thee. 

Thy humble cottage, plain and neat. 

The river rolling at thy door. 

Thy cultivated garden sweet, 

DefigUt my weeping eyes fto more. 
> * • 

But let me drop this duteous tear. 

All lonely on thy lowly grave, 

The tribute of my love sincere, 

A tribute which thou long shalt have. 

» 

... t I 

♦ An epithet deservedly given to J. M. 
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What though to thy industrious care 

Fortune her golden gifts denied, — 

Yet well that loss Contentment 



With her more precious gifts supi^ed« 

And sure if virtue bliss obtained. 
To happier climes thy spirit flew : 

No conscious guik thy bosom stain'd. 
Thy mind no hateftil pasaon knew. 

But see thy widow'd partner dear ! 

Pensive the lonely grief she pours: 
And cherishes with many a tear 

" The memory of departed hours.'* 

For Fate that knot asunder tears. 

In which bound up her comforts lie ; 

And when twice twdve revolving years 
Had closer drawn the tender tie. 

But still, dear mourner, still thy heart. 
This painful path will soon be o'er ; 
Then shall ye meet, and never part. 
In bliss rejcnn'd for evermore. 



"W •- - 



T H B 



BOWER OF PHILANTHROPY. 



oOo- 



PhILANTHROPY, benignant PowV, 
To thee we consecrate the bow'r. 
The bow'r which stands with modest pride 
Where Griese's alver waters ^de. 

Fatigued by summer's fervid beam. 
The maidens sought the cooling stream : 
Yet while amid its waves they bound. 
Their timid eyes are cast around; 
And when again their robes they seek. 
Soft blushes tinge the tender cheek; 
For frequent here the glances rude 
Of passing strangers dare intrude. 

But fortune led a courteous swain 
To sojourn on this rural plain ; 
Benevolence his heart inspired. 
The good of all his soul desir'd; 

B b 
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The delicate distress he knew. 
And pity in his bosom grew ; 
Hb nervous arm, and willing mind. 
Perform the tas k - t he task so kind ! 
Deep fix'd in earth the stakes he plac'd ; 
The bending stakes each other brac'd; 
O'er all the thickening brushwood throws. 
And soon the friendly shelter rose. 
Entering, the eye delighted meets 
The table smooth and rustick seats; 
While the heart hails, with honest joy, 
The gen'rous stranger's kind emplpy. 

Now light of heart, and free from fear. 
The smiling nymphs assemble here ; 
And here, their garments cast aside. 
They safely plunge amid the tide. 
Long shall thy name remember'd be. 

Long bloom thy bow'r, O G L 1 

For here, the grateful maid shall bring 
The early product of the spring; 
No fluting flow'rs, but planted here 
Their sweeta shall crown the infant year. 
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The balmy woodbine there shall blow ; 

The twisting hop its dusters shew ; 

•The plant, which shades the travTler's head. 

Shall over thine its branches spread. 

Attendant youths shall fence around 

With graceful trees the cherish 'd ground : 

lli*aspiring poplar there shall rise ; 

ITie leafy chesnut cheer the eyes ; 

"ITie osier weave its pliant bough, 

And od'rous shrubs their sweets bestow ; 

While the blithe train shall mingle here, 

Partaking glad the festive cheer. 

And then to thee, in joyous hour. 

Philanthropy, benignant pow*r. 

We'll consecrate the hallowed bow'r I 



* Travtlhr's joi/. 



On seeing tlie Grave of A. W. at ClonmeL 

THE sabject of these lines, one of the most accomplished 
pefsoos of his time, died at the age of twenty-four oa 
his way to Mallow. The estrangement . of his parents* 
aflfiKtions from such a young man was seen with aste-^ 
nisbment by his many respectable, virtuous friends, whose 
cadeavours, united with his own, were in vain, to pro- 
cure the balm of reconcilement for their only soo^ 
dying of a broken hearc. 



AXiAS, the sadly pleadng sight! 

Here then thy relicks rest; 
The ever-vcrdant turf lie light 

Upon thy gentle breast! 

No parent at the hour of death 
To sooth thy pangs was near, 

With anguish mark thy parting breathy 
And shed the tender tear. 

Ah no! his cruel parents' ire 
His tears cannot asswage;— 

Win you his precious blood require 
To quench your causeless rage? 



189 ON SEEING THE GRAVE OF A. W. 



Consuming sorrow fades his cheek. 
And dims his radiant eyes ; — 

Will you one word of comfort speak ? — 
Tou will not — and he dies! 

Here now, released from worldly cares. 

Thy dear remains repose. 
Unwept, save with the precious tears 

Which pitying Heav'n bestows. 

That tongue, which chain'd the listening ear. 
Whence wit and humour flow'd. 

Where solid sense and judgment clear 
Their steady rays bestow'dj 

Which oft hir Learning's charms displayed. 

And op'd her sacred store. 
Death seiz'd : and his dire signet laid 

Upon the rosy door. 

These eyes, which spoke the active 90ul„ 

And shone divinely bright. 
Their lovely orbs no longer roll 

To meet the cheerful light. 
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The fine tum*d limbs, the flowing hair. 

And ev'ry grace so gay. 
With worms a darksome lodging share. 

And mix wth vilest day. 

Oh, W n, on thy humble grave 

May ^ring's first gifts be found! 

Kfay here descending Angek wave 
llieir golden wings around! 

And be thy gentle sfnrit blest 
Now earthly woes are o*er; 

And in eternal ^ry rest, 

Wh^ time shall be no more! 



1776. 
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THE WEEPING WILLOW. 
To T. a 



\J THOU, who lov'st the Muse's lore, 
O thou, whose licart from guile Is free, 

O thou, who mis'ry canst deplore. 
Preserve my weeping willow.tree. 

When gaudy day-light 'gan to fade. 
To earth this favour'd plant I gave. 

And bade it spread its pensive shade 

O'er W - -n's long^negleaed grave. 

So might I here unseen retire 

In silence friendship's debt to payj 

Nor of the rustick hind inquire 

The spot where W — — — n's relicks lay. 

Friend of my infant years! his care 
The bursting buds of reason trac'd; 

Intent with fost'ring hand to rear 

Each seed of truth, each flow'r q( taste. 
C c 
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Though scarce my dawning judgment own*d 
Its fiiithful guard, its early guide; 

Tet much his loss my soul bemoan'd; 

And when he droop'd, and when he died. 

Oft have I stole by twilight's gleam. 
And fondly hop'd his shade to see; 

And oft invok'd that honoured name:-— 
In life or death 'twas dear to me. 

Sure thqu hast seen, and must admire 
(For who has unadmiring seen?) 

That form of grace, that eye of fire. 
That candid brow and modest mien. 

That mind which fill'd a lofty sphere,. 

Thou knew its pow'rs, its powers were great : 
And sure thqu moum'd his doom severe ;— 

Alas! 'twas too severe a hte\ 

TSBN, as thou lov'st the Muse's lore^ 

Then, as thy heart from guile is free, 
Then, as thou mis'ry canst deplore, 

O C v»v f my wittow-treei 
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SHIPWRECK. 

THE Efizabdh wis wredLcd on the sands near Bridgewatcr^ 
the fast night of 1781. Those who took the boat es- 
capcdy all who remained in the fliip perished. Afliongst 
these was an amiable matron returning from hsTiBg paid a 
icKgious ynsk to her frieodsy the peopk called Qgakefs, in 
Iiefand ; also a vouog man, who sailed with intention to 
acooroplish his marriage. 



Oh thou pale moon, who lead*st the shining throng; 
inalent pomp the saUe heav'ns alcHig, 
Say wbj didst thou, with inausjndous l%ht. 
Beam on the forehead of that guihy nighty 
When the tall ship in all her gallant pride 
Convcy'd her treasure o*er the sonneting tide ; 
Nor saw the dangerous sands which hidden by. 
Where Death, in dreary ambush, waits his ptey? 

Her course is stopt. Ah, what can now 

The mast Bur tow'ring, and tlie swelling sail ! 
Her bursting sides remiirsclcss billows cleave. 
And tenfold horrors crowd with ev^ry ^-ave; 
While Death, slow rising from his secret beiL 
« Heaves high above the wave his ghastly he:i4t. 



J*. 
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That was the night, inscribed with many a tear^ 
Which, stamp'd with sorrows, seal'd the dosing year^ 
That was the night, which bade from many a heart 
The gentle brood of treasured joys depart : 
For erYy heart feels its peculiar sore; 
j^d mine shall long remember and deplore 
That £ital night, and that o'erwhelming tide, 
When L t t perish'd, and where S w died. 



Oh much lov'd Edith, whose devoted mind 
The comfort of domestick joys resigned ; 
And left her home in arduous tasks to move. 
Drawn by the gdkien cord of heav'nly love ! 
Sweet from her lips the pious precept flow'd. 
The pious precept in her conduct glow'd ; 
In her pure heart, as in a sacred dome. 
The modest virtues found a peaceful home : 
TTieir beams, which mortal mould could not disguise; 
Shone on her guiltless front and gracious eyes. 
But chief humility adom'd her breast, 
And with superior lustre crown*d the rest : 
Peep in the lowly vale she lov'd to stay, 
That vale where wisdom pours her purest ray. 
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Can I fbi^gct vith vsut mgaging art 
Her wimun^ imnnrts sicie vpoo tke hcaitf 
Tnit iiiitn>!V4BjjuitT, witB gnot cxmhnVl, 
That chaste raenre, wiih sodoi smetnesf join*dr 
While £nofn her %iifm» um mc mi hr rrsnorVly 
Whom as her cnm uuintted sou! she lo^'d^*- 
While from her tender faobes obfig'd to part. 
Whose infant graces twin*d around her heart,*- 
If e*er her H jmtlg st thoi^^ had lezre to nnir. 
They fled d^ghted to hsr pnceiid b^i&e. 
On the knr'd theme faov ineydl'' wruld ^i&e cveO! 
While tcnd'rest pasaocH her soft brKom swei! ! 
Thon, partner €^ her gentle hpiT% ioA/zxi 
ror her return thns fbodlf to prepare; 
Supprpfis that ardent vish, that anxioos eye. 
And crush theie hopes vhicfa most so qniddy cfie. 
Stretch not, fveet babes, your fittle arms in Tain, 
Nor of yoor mother's tecfioos stay complain ; 
Ask not yoor sire if 'tis for her dday 
He weeps so sore, and what has cmsd her sayr 
Oh he ms¥( xA what yon mnst long deplore. 
It Toor sweet mother wiD rettm no 
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When Death's cdid hand lay heavy on her head, 
Nor spouse nor children round the dying bed 
Received, in speechless grief, her dear command,^- 
Catch*d her last look, or grasp'd her day-cold hand. 
Yet in that hour, your duties to supply. 
In that dread hour, one £uthful friend was nigh ; 

O S w , it was thou ! ^Thy generous soxil 

The near approach of Death could not control. 
Though thou wert skill'd the rolling floods to braver 
And dash, with nervous arm, th*opposing wave; 
Though the blest boat th? happy few convey 'd. 
And on the grateful shore in safety laid ; 
When thus t'escape was to thy friend deniedy 
Pent iu the fatal vessel's gloomy side. 
Thou left her not, resolv'd her fate to find ; 
Sure then divine composure doth'd thy mind! 
Yet ere the deadly wave thy soul opprest. 
While life's last gasp still struggled in thy breast, 
IMd not one pang thy mother s anguish own ? 
Did not thy lov'd Maria daim one groan ? 
She, widow'd maid, with modest step no more 
Unseen and silent seeks the sandy shore ; 
0*er the white wave directs her piercing eye, 
And fondly hopes th*expected sail to spy; 
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No loni^, at thy wished retnni, prepares 

To bid thy anxioiis heart re^n its cares. 

To crown thy constant lore, to yidd her hand. 

And leave, with thee, her home and native land. 

Ah, no !-— with poignant grief she mourns thee lost* 

With eyes averted from the hiddess coast; 

On her pale cheek consaming sorrow feeds. 

And deep within her gende bosom bleeds. 

Veil not, sweet mooming maid, these wat'ry eyes« 

Nor check the tribote of thy pious sighs. 

Chim'd by the finthfnl love, the steadfast trotk, 

And aD the virtues of this chosen youth. 

Whek to thy bonks, O Siur, the news was borne. 
What tears increased thy flood that woAd nKxn! 
JKd not thy stream refuse to join that tide 
Which robb'd thy fiv'rite valley of her pride ? 
(yer hoar Qnnnid a clood of sorrow hung. 
And S w ^s name dwelt on eadi mournful tongue. 
Lov^d in lus Efe, lamented in his end. 
The cancfid, gen'rous, warm, and £uthful friend ; 
Tbe charms of social converse wcK he 
Tet kept the holy fimiu still in view. 
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Oh, what a - son thy parents best can say t 
Thou never griev'd them till this doleful day : 
Dear to thy father as his precious sight ; 

r 

.' Not Mrith such pangs he lost the golden light. 

,4 Fraternal love enlarged his spotless mind. 

Where precept with example's force comUn'd. 
While thou, my Anna, pour'st the tender' tear, 

I Sure thou wert ^KU-'d thy p^urents' hearts to cheer I 

. I Oh ! just prepared to take the dang'rous way, 

i ^ But providential care decreed thy stay ; 

Else had thou shared thy brother's watVy tomb, 

* And left thy hapless friend to wail thy doom : 

Another pang thy parents then would know. 
Another spring had swelled the strxsam of wo» 
While on thy droo|^ng are, whom .sorrow bends. 
Thy yet remaining brother fondly tends. 
Thy mother's tears thy ^filial ores demand i 

f Approach, and wipe them wkh thy .gentle hand, 

) See! rapt in grief liie mourning matron lies. 

Still fix'd on earth ker «dly itreaming eyes ; 
Whae ev'ry thought on her 4ost darling turns. 
In firuidess agony she fondly mourns. 
So good old Jacob moum'd his Joseph dead. 
And bow'd in dust his venerable head : 
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Yet Iiv*d this long-lost son in foreign lands. 
To dose his father^ eyes with duteous hands. 
But not for thee such pleasing prospects rise ; 
Thy Joseph never more must glad thine eyes : 
Cold lie his bones in everlasting sleep, 
Hears'd in the caverns of the dreary deep. 
Ah, had wise Heav'n ord^n'd his early grave. 
And youth and strengtli been impotent to save ; 
To smooth with tender care the restless bed. 
Watch the dim eye, and raise the languid head ; 
Decent in earth his dear remains to lay. 
And all the sacred rites of sorrow pay ;— 
TTiese duties might have been some sad relief. 
And lenient 'lime had heal'd the wound of grief. 
But, Oh ! what hand can wipe the bitter tear. 
Which rains incessant on th'untimely bier ? 



Ye blessed shades, a pitying ear incline, 
(For sure compassion dwells in seats divine ;) 
If what the world calls pain can touch the breast. 
Or human sorrows reacli your place of rest ; 
Implore that righteous hand which struck the blow. 
To pour sweet comfort in the cup of wo. 
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Thou tender xn^tber, and thou cpAsort kind, 
Wik 9^ the booKk for hiax thou left behind ; 
For thy aweejt bab^, th^ i^fwt steps to stay. 
And vwe tbe te^ of iimop^nce a^'ay : 
For sure their s^igj^ish touched thy guiltless soul. 
While earthly l|K>o4s did yet its flight control. 

And thoVa Ipv'd youth, would*$l consolation crave 
For tho^e whose sorrows swell thy wat*ry grave; 
For t^y fond parents sunk in grief profound. 
For her to whom thy faithful heart was bound, 
Thy gentle sister, and thy brother dear. 
Whose youthful bloom is stain*d with many a tear. 

Oh ! if to you the welcome task's assigned. 
To sooth, with hand unseen, each kindred mind ; 
Whisper, while soft the healing balm ye shed, 
*^ Enough has Nature mourn 'd, enough has bled." 
Tell them ; though, foundering in the ruthless main, 
Ye strove to reach the destined port in vain. 
Yet are ye landed on a happier shore. 
And the last conflict of your souls is o'er. 
Though ye beheld tumukuous billows throng. 
And near, and yet more near lead Death along. 
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SdD ye possessed that spark of Heavenly joy. 
Which waters could not quench, nor floods destroy. 
Tour noontide suns set in a blaze of light. 
Nor long could Ocean spread the gloom of night ; 
For thence they rise, and, with unclouded ray, 
Rdl in the course of Heaven's eternal day ! 
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TROM sweet MoyaHon's modest bowers. 
To cheer our S n *s lonely hours. 

Across the vast Altantick sea, 
Fkdges of love, we come to thee. 
What— though each but a shade be prov'd, 
Tet are we shades of forms belov'd ; 
No higher title we pretend; — 
Dear is the shadow of a friend ! 

Now, whilst thine eye shall fondly trace 
The features of each kindred face ; 
Whikt the big tear begins to start. 
And soft emotions swell thy heart \ 
Oh ! could our lifeless lip^ convey 
An that those friends would bid us say. 
Then should'st thou hear, in accents kind, 
P^emal love with counsel join'd. 
Warning to shun the dang'rous way. 
Where erring thousands wildly stray : 
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Then should'st thou hear, in plaintive tcme. 
Fraternal aghs thy absence moan : 
Then should the voice of friendship cheer 
Thy beating breast, and raptur'd ear. 
But though these sounds no more impart 
Pure [deasure to thy throbbing heart, 
Let Mem*ry still her sway maintain, 
Let soft Affection share her reign,< 
So be our voyage not in vain ! 



FAREWELL TO ENGLAND. 



I O Bnaic*i ide 2 loog hrrwdL, 



Ye ¥:de&y artir'd in sammez^ jn^ 
Te towVs, vind proodh- me is air. 
Te cses, so deaj^ aod k> £nr J 



Now Csclsik'^ rocky vibk ^gipesr. 
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And now we view the ocean wide. 
And now the swelling surge we ride : 
Loud roars the wind, the billows heave. 
Swift bounds the bark from wave to wave; 
Opprest with sickness, pale we lie. 
And wish for land: t he land is nigh* 

Hibernians welcome isle appears; 
Returning health our s^nrits cheers. 
There, seated in her beauteous bay, 
£Uana*s domes their pride display: 
But there tumultuous FoUy raves. 
And high her torch dire Discord waves. 

Then haste me to my native plain. 
Where all the peaceful pleasures reign ! 
Once more my longing eye devours 
Her silent stream and modest bowVs; 
Once more the welcome kind I prove 
Of friends, whom as myself I love ; 
Once more confess, where'er I roam. 
No spot I find so dear a^ home. 
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O Thou, whose kind, paternal hand^ 
Preserves by sea, protects by land. 
Grant us that peace, 'tis thine alone. 
To a tumultuous world unknown ; 
That whether warring winds engage, 
Or ruthless human passions rage, 
A sacred refuge we may find. 
The temple of a quiet mind! 



E e 
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ELEGY, 



Addressed to A* S. 
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Y E S ! 'twas the voice of grief : my Anna's tear 

Falls soft and silent, like the dews of night, 

And, " Why," she cries, " canst thou so long forbear 
" Fond friendship s tribute, and Maria's right? 

** Her whom thou lov'd — ah : canst thou thus resign, 
** Nor pour thy sorrows o'er the breathless clay ?"-^ 

My mourning friend, my tears shall mix with thine. 
And the just claims of sacred friendship pay. 

While op'ning life with gayest prospects shone^ 
Still heard with pleasure, gaz*d on with delighj;, 

All fair and fragrant as tlie flow'r new blown, 
Maria's charms unfolded on the sight. 

While affluence, beauty, wit, and youth adoru 

With splendid gifts the dear, distinguished mai4^ 

Bright as the living lustre of the morn. 

The bloom of health her blushing dieek displaykl. 
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And pleasant was her home ;-'>-where friendship dear^ 
Wh^re duteous love, paternal kindness sweet. 

Where all that life with sodal aid can cheer. 
Beneath Maria's smile were wont to meet. 

But (ah) how changed my lovely friend I find ! 

Her beauteous eye a languid lustre gave } 
Her downy cheek its rosy die resigned. 

And ruthless fate prepared her early grave* 

Full on my heart the gush of sorrow flows. 

Nor can its bounds the swelling tide restrain:— » 

And is it thus we meet, thou blighted rosef 
And must we part, and never meet again? 

No more thy wit shall charm my listening ear ; 

No more thy beauty glad my raptur'd sight j--^ 
And cannot all the ties which hold thee here. 

Detain thy spirit from its speedy flight f 

ftouND thee the healthful northern breezes blew,— 
Was there no healing In their fanning wings ? 

From Clifden*s shade thy silent step M^thdrew,-^ 
Gush*d not for thee her salutary springs ? 
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Patient she prov'd all human help was vain. 
Her feeble frame the tossing tempest bore ; 

Tct >^ishd to reach a father's arms agam. 
And anxious kindred on her native ^ore. 

That wish obt^unM, life not another shares.-— 
What— though her walk with many aflow'r was spread; 

Her .sharpened sight discerned the secret snares. 
Nor dar'd the doubtful path again to tread. 

Oh say, my Anna, — thou— Jier mourning friend^ 
Whose £iithful breast received her latest sigh, 

TeU us what comfort did her close attend,- 
Bid us assured like her in faith to die. 



For Death his pining messenger employs; 

He stalks the desolated shades among : 
His withering hand the pride of youth destroys; 

The blooqi is faded, and th^ nerve unstrung. 

The tend'rest ties he dares to violate : — 
Here mourns the husband, — there laments the bride 

Here filial feelings urge the daughter's fate; 
Sinking to earth she joins her mother s side. 
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There for an only son incessant flows 
The tear of anguish from parental eyes; 

While wintry torrents and the driving snows 
Beat on th'untimely grave, where W » n lies. 



Oh! there he lie s ■ a nd ev'ry grace resigned :- 
How oft admir'd! how long must we deplore 
That dawning genius, and that lib'ral mind,-— 
f That unassuming, modest merit, more! 



Ye, blameless shades, to happier scenes remove. 
Though coward Nature, shrinking from the Mow, 

Grasp'd at the fleeting objects of her love ; — 
Ye left a world of vanity and wo. 



i 

f Be not our hour allotted spent in vain ; 



May we, my ftiend, our steps in safety steer ; 



i Press through the shad'wy vale with awful fear, 

« 

And with these purer spirits mix again I 




rl AIL, gonial Spring ! and thou, my Sylvia, hail ! 
Come, let us wander :Krough this vale belov'd. 
While Nature breallii-s in fragrance all around. 
Escap'd the chains of Winter, the glad herb 
Rcj!)ices in the ray : — the timid flow'rs 
I ift their sweet heads, and waft the soft perfume ; 
While on the bough which teems with many a bud, 
The joyous birds sing loud. — O season dear, 
Parent of mem'ry, oft at thy approach 
Ideas lost return : — thou wak'st the time 
My Sylvia still remembers; yet the Sun 
Has twice since then his annual race perform'd. 
'Twas night ; the balmy dews in silence fell ; 
The gales refresh'd the kindly influence own'd. 
And through the garden's pleasant shade, my friend, 
We mov'd, while on our heads the lucid stars 
Pourd dieerful light ; with health our bosoms glow'd. 
And blithesome exercise our nerves had strung. 
We were not wont to bear unjoyous heans, 
Nor had we cause ; yet now with wonder own'd 
That neither sorrow, care, nor pain we felt, 
Rut all was CUA'd to joy, — and tranquil joy. 
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Not turbulent: no higher wish remain'd. 

Which earth could give, than always thus to feeL— 

But, Oh, my Sylvia, always thus to feel 

Was not for us : *tis not for human kind. 

How smoothly spreads the quiet stream of joy! 
Yet, flung by Envy's hand, th'intruding stone 
Defaces in^a moment ev'ry scene 
So fair reflected on its placid breast ; 
Or show'rs of grief its azure beauties stain. 
And all discoloured rolls the troubled flood. 
Alas, my Sylvia! soon this lot was thine, 
What time the best of fathers breathed his last ; 
What time his mourning children's duteous hearts 
Pour*d forth the secret prayer, and would have pour'd 
The vital flood to save him ; and what time 
Thy gentle sister languished, drocp'd and died. 

Oh, my lov'd Delia, on thine early grave 
Permit this solitary tear to fall, 
To sacred friendship, fond affection due. 
We, born together, in this pleasant shade 
Together grew, and blameless innocence 
Shone on sweet childhood's reign : — Ah had my heart 



Retajn'd tkit blameless innocence like thine ! 
It grew with thee, and o'er thy full-grown youth 
Hover'il with angel-\ving. — And does not peace 
Dwell in that breast where innocence resides ? 
Why tliou did Delia droop, and languor dim 
Extinguish all the sprightly fires of youth, 
And wan dejection with afflicting hand 
Oppress that gentle heart? — Ah! well may youth 
Droop, languish, and resign each sprightly charm. 
When health retires. With aching heart I view'd 
The roses fade, which erst with lively bloom 
Overspread that damask cheek ; thy wasted frame 
iWith grief I saw ; and yet I left thee thus : 
'o distant plains with wand'ring steps I turn'd, 

,ere kindred's call, where firiendsldp's voice allur'd, 
left: thee thus : but, aJi ! I little thought 
at I should never, never see thee more ; 
wlien returning to my pleasant home. 
Thou sliould not greet me there ; but, cold and pale. 
Sleep silent by thy honour'd parents' side. 

I Then, fore tliee well, my dear, my early friend 1 
p may we meet again in happier dimes, 
Where Peace the undisturb'd abode prepares, 
lAnd Virtue weaves the amaranthine crown I 
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oOFT, silken emblems of her doom 
Who nurs'd you in your earthy bed. 

This luckless hand has cropp'd your bloom. 
This hand, which writes my Sylvia's dead. 

Thesb luckless eyes beheld her fade, 
like flow'rs beneath the vernal sky ; 

So low by blasts untimely laid. 

These luckless eyes beheld her die ! 

Oh Sylvia, dear familiar name. 

In sportive childhood giv'n my friend ! 

Let none the fond ideas blame. 

Which mem'ry with that sound shall blend. 



For guildess was the dawn of mind. 
And innocence witli cheerful ray. 

Sweet hope, fond truth, and friendship j^u<l 
Promis'd a long and happy day. 
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These fairy dreams do not destroy, 
O death,— the lovely Sylvia spare. 

Each varied sc^e of sodal joy 
So fbrm'd to heighten and to share! 

Each varied scene of social joy 
At once the lovely maid resigned; 

Nor could thy wastmg hand destroy 
That equal tenor of her mind 

Oh ftem'ry! call not back those hours. 
Which Timers swift wing has swept away : 

Pall from my hand, ye withering flow'rs ! 
No longer are ye sweet and gay. 

No: rather that last solenm scene 

Let recollection still retain ; 
StUl view that aspect all serene. 

Which triumphed o'er the mortal pain. 

Still fed that calm which sweetly spread 
0*er the worn minds that watch'd her breathy 

When the dear, struggling spirit fled. 
And the lov*d eyes were clos*d in death : 
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Clos'd as in sleep* N o aker*d mien 
Confess'd the tedioiis pangs she bore: 

But twas a deadly sleep I ween^ 
Our dearest Sylvia wakes no morel 

And there, the patient child of wo. 

Behold the lonely »ster stand ; 
Meekly submitting to the Mow 

Which rends another tender band. 

Yet is there sweetest peace in store 

To heal that bleeding heart of 
That heart, with many a sorrow sore. 

Which dar'd not — would not cmce repine. 

Oh, if from realms of holy rest 
Thy shade, my Sylvia, casts an eye. 

Pitying the friends thou leav'st 

Wilt thou not wonder that we adi? 

For now thou scest, in native ^^t. 
The measure of th* inumntal mind; 

The narrow limits of our a^it. 
And the short term of fife assign'd. 
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For n^m weak Nature's strife is o'er. 
Thy precious soul exults on high. 

Subject to pain and death no more}- 
Well may'st thou wonder that we sigh. 



To C C. on his leaving 
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While thee, dear C e, thy fate removes 

Far distant from these classick groves. 
With ansVring sorrow mov'd, I spy 
Thy sobbing heart, and streaming eye. 
As, witJi a sister's honest joy, 
I view*d the virtues of my boy. 
Fair beaming from his infant heart. 
As yet UQskill'd in guile or art ; 
So, long belov'd and justly dear. 
For thee I feel a sister's fear. 
For now, with anxious mind, I see 
The dang'rous path design'd for thee; 
No more to range this guileless plain. 
Or mingle with yon sportive train ; 
Ord^'d thy tender life t'expose 
To treach'rous seas and furious foes; 
Where war alarms the distant shore. 
And the vex'd billows foam, with gorei 
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Thee, as some lamb, mine eyes behold, 
Chas'4 from k^ feUowf of the fold. 

An unknown wilderness to tread : 

Ah! who shall riudd thai helpless^ head; 
While, ever prowling for their prey. 
The wolves of vice beset his way! 

Oh thou good Shepherd, best of friends. 
Whose care o'er all thy works ei^tends. 
To this lov'd Ufnocent be near. 
May he thy yoice obedient hear , 
Thy voice, which bids all sorrows cease. 
Thy voice, wluch calls to rest and peace!. 



THE VISIT. 

Soft Knk of Nature's pow'rful dmn. 

Cement of souk. Society, 
This joyful evening thou shall reign ; 

Thou caH'st, and lo, we bSiow thee. 

Tbx Nard^ the South dieir treasures lend, 
A cboeen band of hcaits ancere: — r 

Onne, well the smiHog hill asccodf 
For there resides a ha{^ pair. 

Herz Nature's varioos dtarms ooa^Mic ; 

The stranger's eyes her dunu expkxc : 
And some the beasteoos babes admire, 

And scKDe tbor beauteous iTK^hfr more* 

To some the }oyi of former days 

Rise glowing) ^lile tfaeir r^itar'dejtt 

Down oa the bkioauK tiBtt na^ 
Where BaEiOK 
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^^ Te roefey ye shades so loag bdov'd, 

^ Where cluldhood*s golden age I knew ; 

** The rolling years, by Hme renwv'd, 

«« Methinks these well-known scenes renew! 



. .: ;: 



^ Yes : these reneW^d strike oil' my heart:— 
But wheref are those comJ)amons desur, 

^ VJho in each pleasure bore a part? — 
^ Alas! I do liot meet them here. 

^ Some, front these happy [daihs afiur, 
^^ Sleep sflent in tkebr eariy tomb: 

" Others the crud diance of war * 

** Untimely crush'd their op'ning bloom. 

r 

*^ fiERE absence spreads a veil between, 

** Which frustrates friendship's longing eyes ; 

^ While those inflict a wound more keen, 
^* Who slight or scorn her tender ties.' 



Jhv%^ mus\l a youth to Nature dear, 
And gaz'd on scenes he lov'd so well.< 

if, while he gaz'd, the pious tear 
Of ti^nder recollectjpi) fell,r— — 



9» 
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Thb wise may scorn, th'unfeeling blame; 

Nor blame, nor scorn the deed should move: 
The tear is virtue's sacred daim^ 

And A F s smiles the tear approve. 

For not alone 'tis A T s part 

With Wit's bright beam to strike the viewc 
Hb better boast a feeling heart. 

To honest Nature firmly true. 

Thxn let the candid bosom glow. 

Nor of its tender sense complain; 

For all that selfish aims bestow 

Cannot be worth this genVous pain« 



J' 



f 



i 



Extract of a Letter from T. W. 



JVIy attention was fbrdWy arrested by Haglet- 
PaRk : I wished to inspect the scenes, which had 
employed the taste, and possessed much of the pre- 
sence of the good Lord Lyttleton. It was after seven 
o'clock when I entered the park : on which I felt some- 
thing of respect, as if his Genius had still hovered 
o'er the place. I ascended the high grounds for pros. 
pects, which were dehghtfiil, — then phmged into the 
deepest valleys, that secm'd form*d for pensive me- 
ditation. Here \\-alks, amid solemn woods, and by 
the borders of gloomy waters, disposed the mind to 
a pleasing melancholy. Who could behind without 
emotion the bowers where Pope, Thompson, Lyttle- 
ton, and West had wandered ? — where the noble 
owner and his beloved Lucy had exchanged endear- 
ments, and, to heighten the pleasures of connubial 
harmony, united with the feelings of the heart the 
treasures of the nund? 1 rambled alone till near nine 




Ste8 EXTRACT OF A LETTER. 



&d(Kkf and (fid not enjoy h the less ofi ihit at- 
count. I have seldom wished for a longer continuance 
of light : but alas ! 

Before my work was done. 
Among the groves of Lyttleton I wearied out the sfMb 



* "^ ^ 



On the aforesaid Visit to Hagley-Park. 



1 HROUGH Haglcy"s sweet borders see W n stray» 

While the beautiful tints fade in twilight away ; 
Behold him with awe the recesses explore, 
Where his spirit congenial Iiad waiider'd before: 
Where the noble possessor great Lyttleton's mind 
Has unbent from its cares for the good of his kind. 
And from senates and courts with his Lucy retir'd ;— 
Which witness'd his anguish when Lucy expir'd ;— 
Where West sweetly sad, like the swan ere it dies. 
Saw Death's dreary mist o'er his morning arise; — 
Where Thompson beheld the contemplative shade, 
By the varying seasons with beauty array'd ; — 
Where Pope's Uving lays, like tlie Nightingale's strain. 
The Echoes enraptur'd repeated again. 

Stray on, gentle bard : — thou no danger need fearj 
Sure Rapine and Malice can ne'er harbour here : 
Stray on ; though the woods darkly thicken around, 
And solitude lonely possesses the ground ! 
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Thus some future traveler may cast his fond eyes. 
Where ^Enway's delightful enclosures arise : 
And with feelings like thine may contemjdate the shadet 
Where the Virtues and Muses togethev have stray*d« 



♦ T. TV* 8 residence. 



, On the Death of my beloved Father. 



\ 



" RELUCTANT now I louch the trembling strirg, 
Bcrtfc of him who rauglit me how to sing; 
And these sad accents, mormur'd o'er his urn, 
Betray that absence they attempt to mouin." 



^ Ah ! bbme me not, if on the mournful lyre 
Once more my melancholy hind I lay ; 
irt-piercihg sorrows deep complaints inspire. 
Let me the dictates of my grief obey ! 

my Itjv'd sire, thou Idnd, thou partial friend. 
Thy shelter from our hapless heads is torn, 
hy shelter form'd to cherish and defend ; 
No\v we through life must think of thee, and mourn. 



Round the wide world in vain we cist our eyes, 
A father's love, a fathers care to find : 

Low in the dust the tend'rest father fies. 

And o'er his grave bleak blows the wintry wind. 

H h 
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Joyous returned from labours ridi with love. 
The dear embrace we'll interchange no more; 

Ko more with gladsome steps delighted move. 
To hail thee at the lov'd paternal door. 

No more to feast upon thy converse sweet. 
Beneath the sunshine of thy cordial smile j 

No more that sacred sympathy to meet. 

Which the sad heart could of its woes beguile^ 

No more, at silent eve s returning hour. 
Close from thy happy family retir'd. 

No more with awe I steal to yonder door. 
And hear the sounds which Piety inspired. 

Tor there thy secret soul was pour'd in prayer. 
Then when thou thought no mortal heard those sig^ 

^, such as, kindled by a heart sincere, 
SweetHsmelling incense, with acceptance rise! 

Throughout the circle of the blameless <iay. 
The influence of that holy hour was shed ; 

Thy cheerful spirit felt serenely gay, 
4Ad pvMefol slvmb^ hover'd o'^ thy \i^ 
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For gifts which bounteous Providence bestow'd. 

And unremitted industn'^ had wor. 
Thy grateful heart wnth s\vcet sensations glow'd. 

And of thy varied comforts lost not one. 

And if Affliction pour'd her bitter flood. 

Though keenly felt thy gentle soul the paiA^ 

■ . 

Patient in tribulation firm thou stood ; 

Unwont wert thou of suffering to complaint' 

Thy liberal hand obey'd thy heart sincere; 

No selfish fears the gcn'rous boon confined : 
Safe in protecting Providence's care. 

To that thy wants and wishes were resign'd. 

Thou lov*d the youth ; theyjoyM thy love tq ^hare^ 

No frown austere the timid mind deprest: 
Grateful Ihey felt thy soft, paternal care, 

^ 

And laid their thoughts as ou a father's breast. 

Thou liy*d the precept thou so often taught j 
And, in the tranquil day of quiet rest, 

The place of sacred refuge early sought. 

As the wise Halcyon buUtk \n calm:} her ne.>t« 
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Fill'd with fratenuil love for all thy kind. 
Thy life and Up distill'd instruction swieet; 

The christian and tlic social virtues join'd 
To ma^. thy shining characicr complete. 

But while we gaze, with filial feelings wgrm^ 
How sudden grt thou ravish'd from our sif^tl 

Never again to view that gracious form. 
Save in the visions of the mournful night ! 

The fdthfuly fond companion of thy life. 
The tender sharer of thy joy or pain. 

How did her soul support the fatal strife. 
When nature's tend'rest bonds were rent in twain 1 

r . , 

Oh, who could bind that wound, so deep, so wide ! 

Oh, who the smart of sorrow could allay I 
'Twas He— in early youth her chosen guide : 

Twas He — ^in feeble age th'unfailing stay. 

Ah, didst thou leave her,- and thy pleasant home? 

Ere yet nine days their hasty course had made^ 
How (Uff'rent thy return to that sad dome, 

A day-cold corse within thy .coffin laid ! 
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Thou tho&sn of my heart, nj gentle mate, 
TboQ lost the are so knr'd, so latdy ivwi i 

Whilst whli respect and lore thy heait rtgiat 
Gknr*d vhh the Mbngi of a duteous son. 

Tht widb demed^o tend the dying bed. 
From the dear fip instmcticMi sweet to gain, 

Ev'n to bdiold that cheek ^en fife was 
Haw was thy spirit wrong with pierdng 



Saf£ from the tnmuhs of terrestrial strife. 

Securely centred in eternal rest. 
Say, shall we wish to lengthen weary fife. 

And still on earth detain th\mwilEitt^ guest? 

Tet shrinldi^ nature dreads the orplian*d ^yt ^ 

Begs for a mother's fife with sdfish prayer 
Oh, grant her droopii^ days a longer date. 
And to our tears our mourning parent naie 

1792. 




LETTER 



Ffom Edmund Burke to Mary Leadbeater ; on thfi 
Death of her Father Richard Shackleton. 



I 



Mv Dear Madam, 

AtTER some tears on the truly melancholy evenly 
of which your letter gives me the first account, 
I sit down to thank you for your very kind 
attention to me, in a season of so much, and 
so just sorrow to yourself. Certainly my loss is 
not so great as yours, ^\'ho constantly enjoyed the 
advantage and satisfaction of the sodety of such a 
companion, such a friend, such an instructor, and 
such an example : yet I am penetrated with a very 
ancere affliction \ for my loss is great too. I am 
declining, or rather declined in life, and the losi 
of friends, at no time very reparable, is impos^ble 
to be repiured at all in this advanced period. His 
annual visit had been for some years a source of 
iatisfaction that 1 cannot easily express. He had 
kept up the fervour of youthful affections; and 
tii$ vivacity uid cheerfulness, which made his early. 



I 
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days so pleasant, continued the same to the last: 
^e jstrictn«i^ of hi^ vutue and pecy had nothing 
in it of morose or austere; and surely no life 
was better, and (it is a comfort for us to add) 
more happily spent than his. I knew him from 
the boyish days in which we began to lov^ each 
other. 



I 



ills treats mer^ gDimt, strong and Tariousc 
ikMp mm. m> Itrt ^r jdienof to which diey vere 
Mt aiifieient in thi» ooAtemplatiTO liki nor utj 
anofksymfint xkit <bey woftid not SKMoe thaa ade- 
iipma^ fiU in the takvs^ Though his tadents wure 
not without diat ambition which generally ac« 
campaniM great natural endowments, it was kept 
voder by great srisdom and temperance of mind; 
jod though it was ids opnion that die exercise 
mi Tirtue was more * easy, its nacure more pare^ 
loii to means mote certain in the wsdk he chose, 
f«t ia ihat the adii4ty a^d energy, ^^AAa^ formed 
the character -of his Ndnd, were very viable. 
AgfpattniXj in a private path of Hkj his i^ifit 
was puMick» Tou know how tender a father he 
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was 10 children worthy of him by their genius 
and their virtue ;"***yet he extended Iiimself more 
widely ; and devoted a great part of his time tQ 
the good of tliat society, of no mean extent, of 
whicli the order of the Divine Providence had 
made Iiim a member. With a heaiT far from ex* 
eluding otliers, he was entirely devoted to tile 
benefit of that sodety, and had a zeal very un- 
common for every thing which regarded its wei£u'« 
and reputation ; and when he retired, which he 
did wisely and in time, from the worthy occu- 
pation which he filled in a superior m;umer, hi« 
dme and thoughts were given to that object* 
He sanctified his family benevolence, his benevo- 
lence to his society, and to his friends, and to 
mankind, with tlut reference in all tilings to thtf 
Supreme Being, without which the best dispo- 
#itions and tlio best teaching will make virtue, if 
it can be at all attained, uncertain, poor, hard, 
1 dry, cold and comfortless. 

Indeed wc have h:td a loss. I console mySelf 
under il, by going over the virtues of my old 

I i 
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friend, of iviiich I beEeve 1 2xn one of the earliest 
witnesses, and the most ift-arm adnurers and lovers. 
Bdieve me, this whole Eunily, who have adc^ed 
my interest in my esceUent deputed friend, are 
deef^ touched with our common loss, and sympa- 
ihize with you most sncereh*. 

Mt son is just arrived in Dublin. My wife is 
not Tery wdl, and is preparing {or a journey to 
Bath, which I trust ^-ili re-esMbfish her. .Aly 
farather, who will hear this news with a sorrow 
equal to mine, is now at Cheltenham fat the 
benefit of these waters. 

Compose yourself, my dear Madam, you have 
your work to do.***Pray remember me to the 
gentleman I have not the hcHiour of knowing, 
but whose h^ypiness }-ou make, lliank, ftir me, 
my worthy friend Ahnham for his good-natured 
letter; and beg him to consider it as answered in 
this. I hope you will assure my dear friend Ibbs. 
Sbackleton, the ii>*orthy wi£e q£ mv Ute inv:ihia- 
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ble friend, that we s}7npathize cordially in all 

she feels; and join our entreaties to yours, that 

she will preserve to you as much as possible of 

the friend and parent you have lost. 

I am. 

With unfeigned respect and affection. 

My dear Madam, 

Your most faithful friend. 

And obedient, humble servant^ 

EDMUND BURKS. 

Beacons/ieldy 
Sep. 8, 179> 



ON MY 



FATHER'S PORTRAIT. 



Shade of my sire, thou lookest not 

Upon thy children here. 
Assembled round the festive board. 

With blameless mirth and cheer. 

i 

Stol'n is the glance which seeks that face. 

And stifled is the sigh; 
Lest grief should wring a brother's faeartf 

Or fill a sister's eye. 

Thou, wont to join the social band. 
And give and take delight j 

Enlivening i^dt, and wisdom's lore 

So fitted to unite ! 

No more the dear, paternal glance, 

Cast fondly round we see ; 
No more the little rising race 
^ Embrace the grandsire's kne^ 
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The silent canvass there displays 

The features ever dear : 
But ah! sweet shade, thou lookest not 

Upon thy duldren here^ 

Oh then from thy celestial rest 

In holy jnty bow; 
Look down on those so dearly, lov'd. 

Our guardian angel thou! 

BkHoLD thy Ibnd, thy faithful mate» 
With worth, with talents grac'd^ 

Her acdve, cultivated mind 
Become a barren waste. 

Thus talents fall: — but worth survives; 

And, when life's day is o'er. 
Triumphant to its native scat 

The sjArit shall restore. 



T O 



E A C E. 



O PEACE, thine attribute to bles» 

Angels and men agree : 
Though man thy favour forfeits oft. 

At heart who loves not thee ? 

The virtue of thy powerful nam^ 
Restrains the tide of blood ; 

While, oh ! thy spirit, meek and kind. 
Is little understood. 

Tis thou, who bid*st the troubled heart 
Overcharged >\ith grief, be still : 

« 

*Tis thou, dost smooth life's rugged path, 
And good extract from ilL 

Tis thou, who art the rich reward 

Of ev'ry duty donej 
Disperst the clouds of doubt, with ray$ 

Pright a6 the morning sun. 



»se T O P E A C E. 



> ^ 



Not to the seaman tempest-tost. 

Who sits him down to weep, 
ITie tranquil calm more grateful spreads 

ITpon the boiling deep : 

Not to the traveler, faint and sad, 

Wand'ring by night forlorn. 
Through breaking clouds more radiant shines 

The golden light of morn : 



Not to the sick and throbbing brain^ 
j!^ With fever's rage opprest, 

More welcome is the soft return 
And honey-dew of rest : 

Than o*er the mind, benighted, tost^ 
And sore with sorrow's sting, 
^ When Peace her healing balsam pours. 

And spreads her shck'ring wing. 

The world can nought like this bestow j 
No tongue the joy can tell : — 

Then will the favoured n.ir.d revolt, 
Or e'er again rebel ? 
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I ask not fame, I ask not wealth; 

They ne'er can purchase thee; 
But that my heart thy sacred shrine 

For evermore may be! 

Thou, kind protectress, guard my path 

From ev'ry form of strife; 
And lead me by thy gentle hand. 

Through the low vale of life. 

For never sure wilt thou regard 
The proud, contentious mind; 

And sordid slaves of earthly cares 
Shall not thy favour find* 

Then, when the last dread hour shall come. 
Thy smile shall gild the scene. 

And even death's dark vale illume 
With prospects all serene. 



Kk 



T M B 



RUINED COTTAGE. 



I £ trees, does your foliage deUy, 
Refusing to veU witb its shade 
That spot— once so cheerful and gay^ 
That cottage— *in ruin now bud f 

While others arise on the plain. 

These walls in sad ^ence repose;. 

As never expecting again 

Such social delights to enclose* 

Fair decency, cheerful c(Hitent» 
By industry honest were won: 

Her^ quiet his days Owen spent, 

And counted tlie^e bles^gs his own* 

His forge knew no weapons of bloody 
Devoted to peaceful en^y; 

The stranger partook of his food^ 

Nor want chill'd the bosom of joy* 
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TcT, torn from his babes, and his hoine» 
From his consort so fond, and so £adr, 

He must change^ for a prison^s ^k ^oom. 
This balmy, salubrious air. 

Her infent new-born at her breast, 
£Bs Dpro beheld him depart ; 

She sunk, with her sorrows opprest, 

(Ah more— ^ou must ten times more smai 

** And O if the lashes'*, she cried, 
" My Owen be forc'd to endure, 

*• With his blood if the scourges be died, 
*^ His life v/ill sink under it sure!*' 

S^EE her Owen returning again, 

. His neighbours all smiling around. 
His innocence free from a stain. 

And no lash has inflicted a wound ! 

How changed the glad prospect, how soon! 

See the clouds of Rebellion arise ! 
The prison had then been a boon 

Most grateful to Owen's sad eyesr. 



t 
ft 
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What, though from the maddening traits 
As soon as he might he retir'dj 

In his cottage resolv'd to remain, 

While innocence courage inspir'dl 



But innocence cannot avail, 

When danger lilce this is so ;iigh: 

This Doro, all weeping and pale, 

Revolv'd, and implor'd him to fly. 

■ For,' see, breathing vengeance and dread, 

■ Tlie disciplin'd armies appear; 
B| The bands so tumultuous are fled, 

^P ! ^ ' ■ " And the cannon's dire thunder they hear ! 



Bur resolv'd in his cottage to stay, 

In his cottage mild Owen they found; 

Like furies they seize on their prey, 

And his bosom receives the death wound. 

The firebrands his dwelling invade. 

The smoke — it ascends to the sky { 

Titers innocence injur'd may plead ! 
There heard ih the sufferer's cry! 
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Them Doro, her infants around. 

Beheld her lov'd home wrapt in fire ; | 
They heard the explosion's dread sound. 

And in agony call'd on thdr ^e. 

Her stores by hard industry gain'd} > ■ 
To rapine and flames were a prey: 

But ah — if her Owen rem^n'd. 
Of how little value are they! 



Sbi 


darts through the furious crowd 
Resolving liis fate to explore : 


'» 


She 


calls on her Owen aloud;— 






She sees him — all bath'd in his 


gore! 


Oh 


then, on his corse as she lay. 
Her babe all unconscious beside. 




In vain she invok'd the cold day ; 




r 


Her Owen no longer replied. 




Thi 


I warriors, reproach'd by her moans, ^ 


■ 


Their bosoms all poison'd with 


strife, ■ 


With insults reply to her groans. 


1 




And threaten her innocent Ufe. 


J 
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Oh what was her life in that hour!— - 
The load she had gladly resigned; 

Nor insults, nor threats could have pow*r 
To quell the fierce pangs of her mind. 

She lives for her fatherless train. 

She lives, though her comfort is dead. 

Chill poverty's gripe to sustain. 

And strive for a morsel of bread. 

Humanity weeps at the tale ; 

Tet frequent such scenes will ai^)ear^ 
Till Concord's soft voice shall prevail. 

Which angels delisted will hear. 



TO J. S- 



OOFl' o'er the vale of Ballitore 
The gale of peace was wont to blow; 

Till Discord rais'd her direful horn. 

And fiU'd the shades with sounds of Wo< 

The blood-stain'd earth, the warlike bands. 
The trembling natives saw. with dread : 

Dejected Labour left her toil, 

And summer's blithe enjoyments fled. 

But see! th'avens^ing sword is sheathM, 
And Mercy's vo re is heard at last :-— 

How sweet, beside the winter's fire. 
To ponder on the perils past! 

Ah think not yet your trials o'er: — 
From yonder moxmtain's hollow side 

The fierce banditti issue forth. 

When darkness spreads her curtain wide. 

L 1 
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With murdVous arms and haggard eyes. 
The social joys away they fright ; 

Sad expectation clouds the day. 

And sleep forsakes the fearful night. 

Now martial troops protect the vale, 
At distance prowl the ruffian band : 

O Confidence, thou dearer guard. 

Why hast thou fled this luckless land? 

We dro(^, and mourn o'er many l joy. 
O'er many a friend to dust consign'd : 

Yet ev'ry comfort is not fled , ,. 

Behold, another friend we find! 

Lo ! Juliet comes to grace th6 plain. 
And friendship claims the predous prise ; 

She grants the claim, — ^nor does her heart 
The children of the vale despise. 

Though polished life, with ev'ry charin. 
To her its brilliant scenes displayed j 

Though formed to ornament a courts 
She deigns to dignify the shade. 



V 
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But shades more worthy of the guest 
From us this predous prize require; 

Guiltless of blood, with quiet blest. 

Where Truth's own bard attunes his lyre 

Where Clarkson for the helpless pleads. 
Where Nature's charms m^esticjk rise, 

And broad UUswater's beauteous lake 

Gives back the mountains, woods and skies;- 

There Juliet, may thy lovdy maidj^ 
Their pencils* wondrous art employ; 

While each acquirement gives the powV 
T'increase their tender parents* joy. 

Unknown to dissipated minds 

The joys their gende bosoms know; 

Tis theirs to turn the classick page, 
Tls theirs to melt at others* wo. 

And there, released from war's alarm. 
May thy lov'd lord delighted rove. 

And lay the radiant scarf aside, 
l>ear pledge of Juliet's anxious lovel 
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Like the bright dames of other days. 
She framed the web of crimson stahi^ 

To grace her hero's form, or bear 
Her hero wouiided from the plain. 

And still, dispensing kindness roimd^ 
The happy household shall unite; 

While, from amid surrounding bow'rs. 
Their virtues beam with native light. 

And in your comfort we shall joy. 
While Fancy views your dear retreat; 

Though Juliet's eye, and Juliet's smile. 
No mpre our gladdened sight shall meet. 

What though the tender tear shall start. 
And soft regret the sigh shall send !-— 

Yet shall our conscious hearts exult 
In the rich gift of such a friend. 



For R. S/s Watch, 



mdch had bekmged to Us Grmt^dkar. 



JDeSPISE me not^ ii^e nu oos boy^ 
Nor change me fbr a modem tdy: 
Oh, think of him who wore me loog. 
Nor do my oft-tried merit wrong. 
So may thy hours Eke his be past ; 
Then need thoa never dread the fast! 



I' 






^ 



•I 






\f t 



i. 



:A. 



TO E. G. 



bWEET sang the birds, green wav*d the bou^lS^ 

ITie flow*rs bloom'd fair to see. 
When bright Eliza gave the hours 

To friendship and to me. 

Unchanged her heart, unaltered mine. 
With answ'ring throbs they swell j 

Ah, how delightful thus to meet ! 
How sweet to love so well! 

Swift pass the hours, and from our eyes 

The social band retreats : 
But mem'ry dwells upon the past. 

And feeds on hoarded sweets. 

*TwAs not the voice of duty urg*d 

Thus hasty to remove; 
No, 'twas the soft, the tender call 
Of fondest filial love! 



i 



Their pious, venerable ^re 
Hangs tott'ring o'er the grave ; 

While the fond arms extend around. 
The predous life to save. 

And there my gentle Nancy hears 

The wail of want and wo j 
And bids the wild, untutor'd breast 

With useful knowledge glow. 

Suck are your cares : such cares as these 

Ennoble hiiman kind ; 
And ever be ^our sweet reward 

The self-approving mind ! 



I 



n W. L 's Recovery from a Fever. 



xIaIL, thou returning year, for ne'er 
So brightly smil'd this annual day; 

And never let my joyous heart 
The grateful tribute cease to pay! 

For on this day my partner dear^ 

The father of my infant train. 

The tender husband of my love. 

Lifts up his head ih hope again^; 

« 

As fronl the yxit% of death red^m'd^ 
And raging Febris put to flight; 

So peaceful beams the balmy morn. 
After a long, tempestuous nights 

Ah me, what atig;ui^ rack'd thy frame! 

Ah me, what tortures tore my heart! 
While glided on the awful hours 

With threatening view that we must part! 

Mm 




1 look'd around, but comfort fled ; 

The flatt'rer Hope I strove to shun : 
How hard to keep the quiet state ! 

How hard to say, Thy w-ill be done ! 

While spasms convulsive stretch'd the nerves, 
Rerce throbs the manly bosom tore ; 

High glow'd the cheek, uild roll'd the eyes. 
In humid sweetness bath'd no more. 

Then Patience, meek, celestial guest, 
Her sacred influence sweetly prov'd ; 

And constant then, 'midst ev'ry pain. 
Thy friends, thy consort, were belov'd. 

*Twa8 then was tried thy kindred's love; ^ 
Twas then thy faithful friends were tried j 

Then Paean's sons display'd their lore, 
And stepp'd with Nature side by side. 



And O may you, who shar'd our paia. 
Whose hearts with ours responsive beat, 

(What more can gratitude desire ?) 
like love, like skill, like friendship meetl 



T O 



FRIEND, 

On her Marriage. 



Joyful rise the ^st*ning morn. 
Swift the white-winged minutes m< 

Nature's smiles the hour adorn, 
William gsdns his plighted love. 

She, whose image ftom his heart. 
While her graceful form unseen. 

Time and distance join'd to part. 
And th'Atlantick flowed between! 

Vainly flow'd th'Atlantick wave, 
lime and distance joined in vain ; 

Love can ev'ry danger brave. 
True love will unchanged remain* 

Let me hail thee, gende bride ! 

For my conscious heart has prov*4 
Soft the band which friendship tied^ 

Sweet to love and to be lov'd. 



S7ff ON A FRIEND'S MARRIAGE. 



To the scenes our childhood lov'dy 
Tiac'd by Memory's wistful eye. 

Oft has pensive Fancy rov'd. 
And awak'd the tender ^h. 

Sw££T companions of those hours. 

Oft on them our thoughts shall dwells 

How they bloom'd like vernal flow'rs. 
How like vernal flow'rs they fell! 

Transient thus all tempYal good^ 

L^ th'immortal spirit press 
For the soul-sustaining food. 

Which shall ev'ry blessing bless. 



TO AN 



ABSENT FRIEND. 



On Caledpnla's distant shore 

While yet my lov*<i 'Belinda strays. 

Peep in the groves of Ballitore, 

Her Mira frames the artless lays* 

Return, Belinda, kindred calls; 

Return, Belinda, friendship cries; 
Haste to our arms, and leave those walls. 

Where proud Edina's turrets use* 

Thou tender wife, and gen'rous friend. 

At Love's and Duty's mild command, 
Tliy \Villiam*s wand'rings would'st attend. 

And leave thy pleasant, native land. 

* 

He goes to seek the mystick store. 
Which Pxan's sons in secret hide ; 

And better shall he learn tlieir lore. 

While thou jutt'st smiling by 1mm «idc. 



TO AN ABSENT FRIEND. 



But now the third long summer dawns ; 

O shall not this his toils complete?- ' 
Then haste to greet your laughing lawnsjp- — 

Then haste your faithful friends to greet. 

Yet ere from thence she turns her eyes. 
Where many a tender pang was known. 

To yonder grave Belinda flies. 

To pour a mourning mother's moan. 

" Farewell, my babe ! the rosy morn 
" Could not thy op'ning charms excel:- 

*' Soon from thy parents' bosom torn, 
" My babe, for ever fare thee well I' 

O weep no more, Belinda lov'dj 

Another babe demands thy care: 

And who the sweets of life has prov'd, , 
Its sorrows too must learn to bear.- 
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SUMMER*EVENING'f REVEL. 



JrlOW still the eve! how calm the sky! 
What ! is the breeze afraid to sigh ? 
How gaily smiles the garden's pride^ 
In the rich hues qf Nature died! 
The sweets the flow'rs and shrubs exhale 
With fragrance load the balmy gale: 
The balmy gale— wkere does it stray? 
Oh, to these trees with blossoms gay. 
Whose twisting branches, wide display*dt 
Repel the sun with grateful shade. 

Beneath the festive board is placed. 
The board with glitt'ring china £^c'd, 
Surrounded by so bright a train, 
Metlunks I see th' Arcadian plain! 
There, like the dovet which hover nigh. 
Sits P with blooming Peggy by, 

Brilliant, as when glad Hymen came 
Lately to crown their virtuous flame; 
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A flame which, burning still more bright. 
Adds lustre ta the nuptial rite. 
Good-humour'd Sally^ tall and fair 
As Dian*s roving maids, was there : 
L— — r, mild as ev'ning dew. 

And, bright as Hesper, R n too* 

Eliza (in whose serious eye 

Sense, judgment and discretion lie) 

iVnd Mary, with contented mind. 

Come sweetest pleasure here to find; 

And William, tir'd with musty books. 

Here brightens up his studious looks* 

Their carpet was the verdant ground ^ 

The thrush and blackbird sang around : 

All seem'd the gen'ral joy to share. 

Far fled pale grief and wasting care. 

For youth, and health, and love were there. 

And see, to keep our spirits up, 

Alicia brings the foaming cup, 

Fiird with rich tribute of the kine. 

Exalted by the gen'rous wine. 

Sweetened by India's dulcet canes, — 

Gall'd Sillabub by simple swains. 
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They rise, their rural banquet made. 
And leave the garden's pleasant shade : 
Where, smiling wand'rers, will ye stray?- 
O'er the steep hills they take their way; 
The hills, which Nature's frolick hand 
With careless pencil rudely plann'd ; 
While at their feet, in lowly guise. 
Like modest worth, the valley lies. 
Why do ye stand and gaze around. 
And think ye tread on fairy ground? 
No magick bade those waters flow. 
And the wide-waving wiUows grow; 
ITiese pigmy walks, and shady seat. 
Were form'd for more than fairy feet: 
A peasant poor, with dint of toil, 
Redaim'd the marshy, barren soil; 
Taught the dull waters .where to flow. 
And bade the waving willows grow. 
Amidst the labours of liis hands, 
O'erlooking all, . his cottage stands : 
His trusty dog, no fawning cheat. 
Guards the low door with surly state. 
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SUMMER -EVENING'S REVEL. 



Oh lovely maid, Contentment sweet ! 1 
The green grass knows thy printed feet : 
Brealdng from Dissipation's arms. 
Thou in the shade display'st thy charms. 
Not such delights Ambition M-ait, 
Under the canopy of state, 
Lull'd by sweet musick's softest strain, — 
As those thou giv'st the homely swain. 
When, stretch'd at careless ease, he lies 
Beneath the shade he taught to rise ; 

While on the bough the linnet sings, 

Oh ! these arc joys unknown to kings. 



Pi-eas'd with their walk, the sportive train 
pesccnd the hilJ, and seek the plain. 
Below the various landscape lies ; 
The landscape charms the gazing eyes. 
The groves, the fields, the gardens gay. 
And Griese, whose silver waters stray; 
Untir'd tlie pleasing scenes they view. 
For eve.' fair, for ever new. 
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Now twilight's dusky shades extend; 
The silent dews of night descend: 
The dews of night your health may hann. 
And without health what scenes can charm? 
Then seek the mansion, leave the plain; 
Yon awful cloud is big with rain* 

These are our simple village pleasures^ 
Sweet employments, guiltless leisures, 
Joys that please e*cn when they're o'erj 
These are thy joys, O Ballitorel 

1779. 



SUMMER-xMORNING's DESTRUCTION. 



Now falls the thick-descending rain. 
Where late the hostile squadron stood: 

Te show'rs, ye have not wash'd the stain 
Of lost Horatio's precious blood. 

The earth, wliich drank his blood so dear, 
The earth his murder will not hide, 

And torn Maria's streaming tear : 

O shall these tears be ever dried? 

The tender pledges of their love 

In life's first dawn feel sorrow's smart; 

And, whilst a parent's loss they prove, 
Keen anguish wrings tJie infant heart. 

Her trumpet dire BcHona blows j 
The echoing hills repeat the sound ; 

With biqod the bUglited ^-alley flows, 
And Death and Horror rage around. 
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Ah where is now the peaceful scene. 
Where the soft Muse attun'd her layj 

The tranquil bow'r, thfe cheerful green. 
The rural ^rts at closing day ? 

The bow'rs were wrapt in ruthless fires, 
p!rone on their fields the peasants bled : 

The Musei^opp^d their golden lyres. 
And from the scene of sbughter fled. 

Yet ere they bled, one sacred tear, 
^ Horatio, on thy grave must hSt : 
To thee the Muse's song was dear ; 
Thy soul awoke at Pity's call. 

Thine was the roice, whose cheering sound 
Spoke comfort to the couch of pain:-^- 

And were these gentle accents found 
To plead for life — ^and plead in vain ? 

High flash'd the brandish'd awords in air ; 

Brave, though unarmM, their victim stood: 
^Descending deaths remorseless tear 

That breast, which thjir;sted not for blood; 
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O^ hide the melancholy hour ; 

O veil it deep in shades of night : 
Yet the broad sun displayed its pow'r. 

And shone in morning-glories bright. 

Sweet smil'd the war-devoted vak, 
In summer's radiant robes array'd : 

How soon did sorrow load the gale! 
How soon did ev'ry beauty fade ! 

Where are thy simple village pleasures. 
Sweet employments, guiltless leisures ? 
Where thy joys, which charmed when o'er? 
Fled are thy joys, O Ballitore ! 

I798f 
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NARRAGHMORE WOOD. 



IN OW Autumn flings her various dies 

The lap of Nature o'er ; 
And ev'ry tree its pride of leaf 

Waves wide through Narraghmore« 

But soon shall Winter's sullen gloom 

Deform the tranqtiil skies ; 
While from before his bla$ting breath 

The withering foliage flies. 

Come, let us wander through the woods. 
Ere yet their bloom be past ; 

Ere yet the stately beeches bow 
Beneath th'insulting blast. 

And come, thou youth of Scotia's land ; 

And come, thou Scottish Maid ; 
For Nature's charms your glowing eyes 

With coldness ne'er surveyed. 

Oq 



290 NARRAGHMORE WOOD. 



What — ^though from friends, from scenes remov'd 

To mem'ry fondly dear ; 
Yet true the friends, and fair the scenes. 

Which greet your presence here. ' 

Yet fairer were these lawns, when here 

Their noble Lady stray*d, 
Beside her Lord, while sporting round 

Their smiling cherubs play'd. 

The cheerftJ cot, the cultur'd farm. 

Bespoke the master kind : 
His vassals' weal, his vassals' wo. 

Employed his generous mind. 

Bright as the dewy star of eve, 

His lov'd Matilda came; 
^fore her mov'd the rustick band, 

All candidates for fame. 

It was not in the giddy dance. 

Their nimble feet they plied: 
But, busied at th'industrious wheel. 

To win her favour tried. 
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Hear oat the }:rd ther Isyn ; 
Could aig!tr b&t party 



Ik Tain upcn os miifl% rf^^^V 
The tear of pity kmg ; 

Wide, al rcfocnnr, to their fmc 
He bsan th cMcsisaie thrc«^ 
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Too sooD vva tiserf-. n»cii x 

And crpfeirii cL«k bidev'd: 
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Whilst 'mid these bow*rs, so fire^h and greeOi 

The bleeding victims lay ; 
And Horror tracM the wasting path 

Of Death and dire Dismay : 

While the torn matron's arm up-rais'd 

Her dying husband^s head ; 
And the pale virgin sought her love 

Among the mangled dead. 

Now far from these deserted plains 

Their Lord and Lady move : 
The influence of their gracious smile 

No more ^heir vassals prove. 

Return, return, exalted pair. 

Departed joys restore; 

And grace the waving woods again 

Of your lov'd Narraghmore. 

> 



TO THE 



SYLPHS 



OOFT, airy guardians of the fair. 

Who watch o'er Virtue's calm repose. 

Hither, ye busy Sylphs, repair, 

While Stella's eyes in slumbers dose : — 

These eyes, which through the active day 
Around their cheering influence threw; 

Now bright with Genius' vivid ray, 
Now dimm'd \vith Kty's sacred dew. 

Compose that sweetly anxious breast. 
Which different duties strongly move^ 

Nor be tliat feeling mind distrest, 
Twixt filial and fraternal love. 

But where the sleeping fair one lies. 
May brightest visions round her play^ 

And ever let these beaming eyes 
Unclose upon a happy day! 
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RICHARD COLLES, 

With his Brother's Prqfile. 



1 O thee, who blcnd'st, with happy art, 
Th3 talents of the head and heart,— ♦ 
W'iiose sportive wit has never strayed 
Beyond the fence good-nature made ;— 
To thee her gift a stranger sends. 
Who hopes to rank amongst thy friends. 
Say, canst thou in this shadow trace 
The semblance of a brother's face? 
Though distant hx that day has roU'd, 
Which first beheld these features cold, — 
Which saw his aged tutor^s tear 
Fall on the virtuous pupil's bier ; 
Still Memory views that aspect kind. 
Fair index to a spotless mind ; 
That eye benevolently bright. 
Which gave, where'er it tum'd, delight :— 
Still hears these guileless lips impart 
The dictates of that honest heart. 



896 TO R. C. WITH HIS BROTHER'S PROFILE. 
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Where all those feelings lov*d to meet. 

Which make domestick joy complete.— 

In vain : for Death's relentless hand 

Untwisted ev*ry tender band ; 

Yet left his image deep imprest 

On many a fond and faithful breast. 



R E P L Y. 



*' To me her gift a stranger fends, 

'* Who hopes to rank amongst my friends.^ 

A STRANGER ! no : in ev'ry line. 
In ev*ry verse I read of thine. 
An old, a valued friend I trace. 
Her, who immortalized the Griese ; 
And so correct her Lydia drew. 
Her in l.avinia well I knew: 

My brother ia thy gift survives. 
And after thirty years he lives : 
By thy crearive pencil charm'd. 
Again with life his lips are warm'df 
His eye again lights up to see 
A friend so kind, sq good in thee ! 

B. a 
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charlevilLiS FOUfeSt. 



-s*««e^ 



And sweet the radiant morning smil'd. 
Sweet Bang the burtls on er^if sprtf | 

When filoomvilte'8 pleasaht int we Uite, 
For scenes more sfdendid^ not imxe fpff. 



Here Hospitality resides. 

By Courtesy and Freedom drM: 
The venerable master's smik 

With cordial welcome greet) the 



Nor less the welcome which overflows 
From his lov'd partner's fidthfiil heart; 

While she, the solace of their care^ 
In eVry kindness takes a part« 

'Midst first of duteous daughters she. 
And form'd in ev*ry sphere to fhine^ 

Whether domestick cares enga^. 
Or polish'd drdes charms comUne 



CHARLEVILLE FOREST. 
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Where Charlevitle's fur forest waves. 
With slow stepf>, and with raptur'd eyes, 

We wander, and on ev'ry side 
Behold the \'aried landscape rise. 

Correct the taste, benign the heart 

Of him, who led us through these groves, 

And pointed out each charming scene. 
Where Genius smiles, or Fancy roves. 

There shines the far-extended lake. 
Reflecting bright the summer sky ; 

While graceful, o'er the glassy plain. 
The silver swans come sailing by. 

Hers through deep shades the Clodio i 
Hoarse murm'ring o'er its rocky bed : 

There, fair to view and unconfin'd. 
The smoothly gliding waters spread. 



The tow'ring oak, whose shclt'ring boughs 
Have many a winter's rage witlistood. 

Waves wide his venerable arms. 
And dips his foliage in the Hood. 
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CHARLEVri-LE FOREST. 

*' Approach witii awe th* Egerian grot/' _; 

Where Nature sports in frolick pUy j , 
The stony roof, the rugged walls, -i^ " 

The tinkling stream's impervious way* 

The gothick lights, the hermit's bed, 

The gloom of deep surrounding shade : 

Truth rends the veil, and yields to art 
Her triumph ; and *tis here dispfay*d. 

Blest was the plan I when Famine firown'd. 
And Labour look'd around for bread ; 

Benevolence and Taste conspir'd. 

And thus the hungry poor were fed.* 

And here Benevolence and Taste * ■ 
We find their traces here again ; 

While, charni'd, within the beauteous col 
ITic strangers moct, a gratchil train. 



* la a time of xan'tty, Lidy C. rrllcvcd the wants 
of many poor families, by employing labourers in 
forming this grotto, which appears to be the nide work 
of Nature. 
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But hark ! loud hammers strike the ear ; 

The rising walk attract the sight ; 
And ages yet unborn shall view 

The stately Castle's awful height. 

From such abodes the barons bold. 
By honour led, indignant came ; 

And Britain's sacred charter bore. 
And ^in'd the meed of deathl^s &ne. 

Deev nnks the moat, high rise the tow*rs, 
" And hostile force and fraud defy ; 
Yet not against a foe they rise, 
No hostile force or fraud is nigh. 



Their noble lord a better guard 
Shall in his own kind bosom prove : 

No safer, fortress shall he need. 
Blest in his grateful vassals' love. 



INSCRIPTION 



OKA 



B E R.H O U S E. 



iiriHER turn, ye busy wand'rers, 
N^r to seek a dwelling roam : 

Hear your friend, who kindly offers 
Safety, comfort, and a home. 

Here, unscorch'd by sultry summer. 
Your sweet tasks in peace pursue ; 

And the rage of surly wdnter 
Here can never injure you. 

Never to this happy mansion 
Shall the murd'rous matdi draw nigh 

Cherish here your tender o&pring, 
iVnd the wants of age supply. 

Hither turn, ye busy wand'rers. 
Nor to seek a dwelling roam: 

Hear your friend, who kindly offers 
Safety, comfort, and a home. 
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To Dr. C. in India. 



T"o thee, who from thy Scottidi hiBi 

Hast wandered bx away, 
A stranger-Mjse, frT>xn Erin's shore, 

Presents her humble by. 

Should pow'r, or weilth, or £uiie fior tliM 

Their splenc!id gifts combine, 
Shill pow'r, or wealth, or £mie aDnre 

A heart so fcHm'd as thine? 

To cheer distress, and want to ciiiie. 

This be the gift of pow'r ! 
For this n^iy wealth around thy path 

Disdl her golden showY ! 

The Still small voice when ComcWiife 

Approving to the heart. 
This may'st thou hear ! — the trun^ of fione 

Can no such joy impart* 

But ah! thou waxuPrest £v swiy 
From those who love thee dear. 

Who heave for thee the secret ^i. 
And drop the aknt tear. 



a06 TO Dr. C. in INDIA. 



Fancy, reclin'd on Pity's breast. 

Makes others' woes her ownj 
Dwells on thy father's manFy grief. 

Thy mourning mother's moan. 

But I beheld thy sister's pangs: — 

The fatal page she read, 
Which ftold where India's sunny plains 

Were strew'd with British dead. 

Then apprehension pierc'd her heartj^ 

It bled at ev'ry vein, 
" My Brother ! did my Brother fall, 

^* To swell the heaps of dain ?" 

O hadst thou seen the deep despsur 

Her streaming eyes exprest. 
Or heard that agonizing throb. 

Which rent her gentle breast ; 

Would India's wealth have brib'd thy stay ?- 
Then leave that luckless shore; 

vAnd to thy dear, domestick hearth 
Its wonted joys restore. 



To B. H. on his Marriage. 



OOO- 



i O hail thy parents' bridal day. 
Whilom I fram'd mine artless lay; 
And now, dear friend, the Muse I pray 

To smile on me. 
Whilst I my humble tribute pay 

To worth and thee. 

For while, with conscious pride elate, 
I view thee and thy gentle mate. 

Rich in the blessings which await 

On love and truth; 
Fair seems thy chance of future fete. 

Thou fevour'd youth ! 

Thee, yet a babe, good-nature blest. 
And breathed her spirit in thy breast ; 
Of various gifts this was the best, 

O happy boy. 
Thine artless eyes the soul confcst. 

Of honest joy. 



soft TO B. H. ON HIS MARRIAGE- 



And Sdence won thine early love. 
Fancy and Taste with thee would rove 
Along the stream, or through the grove ; 

Whilst unconfin'd. 
All mean and sordid cares above, 

Soar'd thy young miihL 

But if Compassion's voice was heard^ 
Or Friendship shew'd her form revered. 
Taste, Fancy, Science disappeared 

From thy fond eye; 
And glad to cheer, or to be cheered. 

Swift would'st thou fly. 

Thy lovely Jane one feeling more 
Has added to thy mental store; 
Enhancing all thou own'd before. 

And less'ning none, 
Hx*d in the bosom's inmost core. 

Till life be done. 

Be thine (for here all bliss depends) 
The grateful heart which lowly bends : 
The incense pure that spirit sends 

He will approve. 
Whose favour all his gifts transcends, 



The God of Love, 



' / ' ' / ' i 









THE 



. •» 



TRIUMPH OF TERROR. 

ON the morning in which BaiUtore was given up to the militaiyy 
the life of an old man was attacked : he was rescued br hit 
daughter : but cpileptick fits were the consequence of the shock 
which she received, and which caused her untiniely death. 



JL HE morning, nnconscious of horrors, arose. 
The whispering Zephyr breath^d soft thro* the shade ; 

iVnd Nature, awaken'd from balmy repose. 

Her charms all bespangled with de\i^drops displayed* 

But hark! in the vale so secluded and sweet, 
"^The cries of destruction and misery Uend ; 

And 'mid the green boughs, once oi peace the retreat, 
llic pitiless flames, wing'd with vengeance, ascend. 



Oh what \vrought this change ? 'twas a people misled 
In deeds of rebellion and strife to eilg2^ 

Yet listen to mercy ; — the guilty are fled ; 
Oh let not the guiltless £sdl victims to rage! 



THE TRIUMPH OF TERROR. 
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Oh stay thy hand, soldier, — Oh pity my sire, 

" And from his hoar head turn thy weapon aside: 

Or, if thou a sacrifice seek to thine ire, 

*' Then deep in my breast let thy weapon be died"! 

Filial Piety pleaded ; — the soldier withdrew j 

■ And Ferdinand rose, while his beating heart glow'd: 
Then swift to his daughter's fond bosom he flew, 
For now to each other existence they ow'd. 

But ah ! that fond bosom had agony seiz'd. 

With a gripe too severe e'en for Hope to unbindjd 

And what though the tumults of war were appeas'd, 
The fatal impression still dwelt on her mind. 

'TvTAs then that the triumph of Terror began. 

And youth's sprightly grace from that moment decay'd : 

Her eyes lost their lustre ; and wiilier'd and wan 

Wa3 that cheek on which Health once in dimples had 
play'd. 

Her delicate nerves by convulsions were strain'd. 
Her eye-balls all haggard so wildly would rove ; 

Yet Reason unshaken her empire mainuin'd, 
Undiminish'd the duties of filial love. 
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To cheer the lone couch where her parent was laid. 
When sickness oppressed him, each effort she tried ; 

To cheer his lone cot, and his labours to aid. 

His food and his raiment her cares would provide. 

In this pious act to the streamlet she came. 

To prepare the coarse viands which nature required;' 

When sudden distemper assailM her worn frame, 
And 'mid stifling waters poor Polly expired ! 

Fair maids of the valley, ye mourn 'd for her woes. 
To you may the wretched with confidence come : 

JDown your cheek the soft current of tenderness flows, 
iVnd Pity your bosomis has claim d for her home. 



THE 

INVITATION. 



JRIGHT Damsel ofScotland,saywhenwiltthoucheeriis 
With these looks, and this converse which always have 
charmed ? 

Now Spring's rosy pinions we feel waving near u& 
IIlt breath the chill air and our bosoms has warm'd. 

The buds from their tedious confinement are bursting } 

The Thrush plumes his wing, andsings sweet on the spray; 
And, freed from the fetters his banks once incrusting, 
Griese winds through the fresh-bringing meadows 
his way. 

See the Nymphs (o invite thee their arbt)urs adorning ; 

And worthy thy love are the Nymphs of the vale ; 
Forms fair as the flow'rs which bedeck the Spring morning, 

Hearts gentle and pure as the Spring's Balmy gale. 

When Summer advances, with radiance all glowing, 
They shall woo thee to wander along the gay green ; 
t When Autumn hiT treasures around is bestowing. 
Thy presence shall heighten the joys of the scene. 
R r 
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THE INVITATION. 



And when gloomy Winter again shall draw near us. 
Though the air shall be chill, yet our hearts shall be wamii 

If, bright Damsel of Scotland, thou cease not to cheer us; 
Viorthy looks and thy converse shall cease not to chaiifr 



BEGGAR. 

^N cld man of a most interesting appearance somelima 
came to l^allitore. He slood tilcnily, never craved alms, 
received ihem thankfully and modestly, but did not tell his 
uory till it was dfiwofrom him by accident. The venifica- 
tion of it was read to him. He was deeply affeded, cn- 
deivourrd to lupprest his feelings, yet with sobs was anicU' 
hted *■ My boys, my pretty boys'." The writer was in*' 
troiluced to him ; he rose, and bowed with a grace remarka- 
ble for his age and station : " How did ycu put it together? 
"—Bui God save you the gift, and he will give you a 
better trift."— His name was asVcd.— He retjueMed to be 
excused from replying : he had nc-ver told his name since 
Vt began to beg :— " but jou may call me Andrew. ** 



* ' 1 HOUGH sunk is thine eye, yet iliine eye it U bright, 
And hale b thy cheek, though thy locks they are white ; 
White thy meek look.s alone our compassion implore, 
As alent thou bemi'st on thy staff at our door : 
O say,' pensive stranger, why hea\'es the deep ^gh, 
i the salt drops of sorrow so often dost dry f* 



■ Alas I I have^cause for those sighs heaving deq}, 
ITbile my tears the poor pittance of charity steep ; 
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Fqr my heart bleeds to think of the days that are ptti 
The days when I fear'd not cdid poverty's blast. 

Contented and h^ppy I liv'd on my farm ; 
My fields they were green, and my catun was warm; 
The wife of my youth sat and spun by my side. 
While our dear, duteous sons ev'iy comfort supplied. 

Two such boys as my boys, once with pride I could sif , 
You scarcely would meet on a long summer's day;, 
Their cheeks were so ruddy, so bright was th^ hair, 
And their skins, like the lily, so soft and so fair^ 

Yet I will not deny, when rebellion arosis. 
That my sons took the field, the sad scene of my woes ; 
They fell :— their white bosoms were purpled with gore :— 
Oh pity my anguish, nor question me more. 

Now. for from that home where no comforts remain'd, 
My hapless old dame an asylum has gain*d ; 
Where lonely her grief in sad solitude flows. 
While I bear her the tribute which pity bestows. 

But soon shall our wants and our sorrows be o'er, 
Ihese tears cease to stream, and those hearts throb no more 
We pant for the moment which loosens our chain. 
And giv^s us to join our 4^^^ children again. ^ 



ON THE 



DEATH OF EDMUND BURKE. 



' 1 IS o'er : — that lamp is quench'd in endless night. 
Which Nature kindled at her purest flame. 
By Science faim*d, — if Science could enhance 
A genius from which Science caught new rays :- 
No, *tb not quench'd; the spark ethereal lives. 
And it shall blaze along the track of time, 
WTiilc we, who joy VI beneath the radiant beam^ 
Shall mix unheeded vnth our kindred day. 

That Star is set, on earth to shine no more, 
On which .idmiring nations wondering gaz*d : 
That pow rful stream of eloquence is dry. 
Which ^ith commanding force overwhelmed the mind; 
O mourn for this, that from a barren world 

Such excellence is fled ! But, publick care 

Apart, in pensive solitude retir'd. 

Lamenting Friendship drops the silent tear. 

There tender recollection calls to mind 

The sweet benevolence which marked that miem ; 




That mien which unaduiiring who could view ? 
■'I'is hers, with soft regret and pleasing pain. 
To trace the social and dome .tick sccae* 
Where, ever shining, most of all he shone. 
She saw the lib'ral hand the healing balms 
Dispense unboasting ; and to haggard eyes, 
Bedimm'd with poverty, and pain, and care. 
The vi%'id rays of health and hope restore. 
Th'unvarying friendship, and the candid mind,'! 
Prompt to forgive and ready to atone. 
Were his. — And O how close the tender ties 
Of Father, Husband, Brother, bound his heart ! 
"Why droops that noble soul ? Alas ! he moumj 
A brother's f;itc, companion of his youth. 
By death relentless sever'd from his side. 

Yf-T still remain'd that son, the i nly pledge 
Of a long, happy union ; and on whom 
Paternal l;)ve lud fix'd tlic ardent gaze 
Of fond presaging hope, from infant years 
To manhood's ilpeiiM bloom. ,\nd now retJr'd 
Th'illuatrious father from thL- publick scene. 
And onward mov'd tlie son to fill I'.ix sphere- 
On WtA conspioioiMt stage. — Ah, w liai a- ail 





Fame, youth and health ! for Febris' fiery dart 
The throbbing temple smote, and soon dislodg'd 
From the frail tenement tlic spark divine. 
O blasted hope ! O bitter streaming tears ! 
O childless parents ! mourning o'er the tomb 
V/here duteous love, cold, and unconscious lies 

Of pangs that filial heart had bled to heal ! - 

The blow was struck, and life's delights were o'er. 

I Three suns roU'd joyless o'er that honourd head ;. 
Yet trembling hope, with lowly fear, surs'cy'd 
The op'ning scenes of hope and rest secure, 
Where sorrows cease, and tears are wip'd away i 
For well that meek, that noble spirit knew 
This meed, which Fame nor Genius dare demand : 
Though great his claim on both, a higher claini^ 
Divine Philanthropy, he held on thee. 

Farewell, O ever honour'd, ever dear, 
And long lamented : may thy matchless voice, 
"Which never more shall charm terrestrial ears, 
Th' immortal choirs of Hallelujah joinJ 




LETTER 



Edmund Burke to Mary Leadbeater, 

Dictated by Jam in /Us last illness^ and signed ^ 
fiis tremuhus fiand. 



My dear Mrs. Leadbeater, 

1 FEEL as I ought td do your constant hereditary 
kindness to me and mine. What you have heard 
of my illness is far from exaggerated. 1 am, thank 
God, alive, and that is all.— Hastening to my 
dissolution, I have to bless Providence that I do 
not iiiSet a great deai of pain •*•••• 

Mrs. Burke has a tolerable share of health in 
every respect, except much use of her limbs. She 
remembers your m other's most good-natured at- 
tentions, as I am sure I do, with much gratitude. 
I have ever been an aditiirer of your talents and 
Virtues, and shall ever wish most cordially for every 
thing which can tend to your credit and satisfaction. 
S8 -' 

.'J.,1L. 
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I therefore congratulate you very heartily on the 
birth of your son ; and pray remember me to the 

'teprcsentative of yovir family, wh<J I hope stiK; 
keeps up the school of which I have so tender i 
Remembrance; "tlibiigh, 'after So Ibilg 'an abseiUx, 
and so many unpleasant events ftf every kind that 
have distracted my thoughts, I hardly dare to ask 
for any one, not knowing whether they are living 
or dead, lest I should be the means of avpakeniof^ 

Unplexsant recollections. Believe me to be, with tl 

■Jhost respectful and affectionate regard, 
My dear Mrs. Leadbeatcr, 

i-n .,j Yoilr faithful friend, 

''h ! i\nd very humble servant, 

EDMUND BURXE. 
Bath : '^3d May, 

■■ '1'797. 

E. S. Pray remember me to Mr. Leadbeater. I 
have been at Bath for these four months to no pur- 
pose ; and am therefore to be removed to my owd 
house at Beaconsfield to-morrow, to be nearer to a 
habitation more permanent, humbly and ' fearluUy 
hoping <hat my better part may find abetter'] 




SUCH was the mild lustre of this setting Luminary f His- 
friend the Bishop of M. thus remarks : *< Tlie great scene^ od 
which Providence gifted and allotted him to mdve, was closing; 
and no record can ever be produced to mark the leading fea« 
tures of his character so strongly as that you possess in this 
letter. It shews him still cherishing the early a£fections of his 
heart, among the higher cares which the station he had attain- 
ed imposed upon him ; and, after having controlled the des- 
tinies of the world, as all now agree he did, by his later writ- 
ings, turning his last thoughts to the retired^ unassuming 
daughter of the friend of his youth, and to those tranquil an^i 
iiumble scenes, which in your poems seem to be To dear 
to your heart, and which you no less warmly connect with 
his praifes and his memory, than he did himself with his 
fortunes through life.'' 
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BALLITORE. 



¥ 



1 HOUGH distance parts my friend and me. 
The Muse would fain converse with thee. 
Full oft my roving fancy flies 
To where my lov'd Lavinia lies : 
Now, slowly wand'ring by its wde. 
We gaze on Suir's transparent tide j 
Now, FMrj'-hill, thy steep ascend. 
And o'er the plain our views extend. 
O could we meet, what joy 'twould be ! 
jkt Stance parts my fHend and me. 



Lo ! rosy Summer now draws nigh. 
And Spring resigns the weeping sky : 
Slow she retires, and turns again, 
As loath to leave the lovely plain ; 
While buxom Summer, bright and fair. 
Comes sailing on the glowing ur. 
And joys in Griese's silver wave 
Her loose ambrosial locks to lave. 
La^inia, come, and taste once more 
The beauties of sweet Baffitore ; 
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BALLITORE. 



1 HOUGH distance parts my friend and me. 
The Muse would fain converse with thee. 
Full oft my roving fancy flies 

To where my lov'd Lavinia lies : 
Now, slowly wand'ring by its side, 
We gaze on Suir's transparent tide ; 
Now, FairyJiill, thy steep ascend. 
And o'er the plain our views extend. 
O could we meet, what joy 'twould be ! 
But distance parts my friend and me. 

Lo ! rosy Summer now draws nigh. 
And Spring resigns the ^v'eeping sky : 
Slow she retires, and turns again, 
As loatli to leave the lovely plan ; 
While buxom Summer, bright and f^r. 
Comes saiUng on the glowing wr. 
And joys in Griese's silver wave 
Her loose ambrosial locks to lave. 
Lavinia, come, and taste once more 
The beauties of sweet BalHtorc i t 
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This charming spot, where joys abound. 
By rising hills encompass'd round. 
Fair hills, which rear the golden brow. 
And smile upon the vale below. 

Shall I with fiction deck my versp. 
And thus the poet's dream rehearse ? .. '~f 
The Queen of flow'rs, and God of day. 
As through the clouds they took their vay. 
The fragrant wreath, which Flora crown'd. 
And Phoebus' lyre, of silver sound, 
Dropp'd from those heav'ning pow'rs (tfc^y t 
And in this smiling valley fell. 
Swiftly the Deities descend, 
And here their radiant course they bend : 
On Griesc's verdant banks they spy. 
With joy, their sacred symbols lie ; 
But with more joy they mark the plain. 
Where sweet Contentment holds her reign. 
At their approach new beauties rise : 
They gladly quit their native skies : 
They bid their glories all farewell. 
And here for ever choose to dwelt. 
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S'21 H 


But, Ballitore, my ample Muse 


~ J 


To praise thee need not feble use : 


^M 


Lavinia, through the valley stray ; 




The Muse and I attend thy way. 


■ 


Here we begin : — Now ftur and wide» 


H 


Grac'd with young elms on either side. 




The lov'd Mill-avenue we tread. 


^^^1 


Dear to the daughters of the shade. 


■ 


As some f^r virgin sits retir'd, 


^ 


III Im-ely, lowly state, admir'd. 




Her beauties but in part reveal'd. 




The rest in modest guise conceal'd ; 




So Ballitore from hence is seen, 




Half hid in shades of deepest green. 




"Where'er one turns his raptur'd sight. 




The beauteous landscape gives delight. 


. 


The verdant groves, th'enamell'd meads, 




The rising hULs, and op'ning gkjes ; 




Neat houses here and there he sees, 




Dispersed among the tufted trees ; 




The cultur'd fields with plenty blest. 




■ In summer's pride the gardens drest. 


1 



The crystal streams, which purling flow, 
Diflusing nurture as they go ; 
And Griese, that, with meand'ring glide. 
Through the sweet village rolls its tide. 

Our minds the pleasing prospect fills, 
Environ'd by the distant hills ; 
Delightful hills, wliich gently rise. 
And seem to kiss the bending skies. 
Far as the eye can reach, we \ievf 
A tow'ring structure, fair and new j 
'ITien a contrasted scene behold, 
A castle ruinous and old. 
Contemplative, in these we find 
Fit objects for the musing mind : 
So generations pass away. 
Born, rising, iiast'ning to decay. 

Onward out saunt'ring steps we bend. 

And now the little bridge ascend : 

How sweet to stand and gaze around. 
And listen to the dashing sound 
Of the white wave, which foams along, 
Tumblinj; the rugged stoacs among I- 




And now the clacking mill we hear, 
And note the humble cottage near } 
Where James and Nanny, honest pair 
As ever trod this maze of care. 
In waning age, remote from strifie, 
In quiet pass their virtuous life. 
Thou kindest nurse, whose tender care 
Did witli our infant-weakness bear ; 
WIio saw our lirst ideas stray. 
And wip'd our earliest tears away i 
O ever honour'd, ever deir. 
My heart will long your names revere : 
Except (ah, never be it so !) 

No spark of virtue in it glow ; 

Till then, or till it cease to move, " 
My heart will James and Nanny love. 

Thire rears that house its modest head. 
Where my blest hours of childhood fted : 
Amidst these bow'rs so sweet and giy 
Sally and I were wont to stray ; 
Nature's soft, chain, with friendship twin'd. 
Our sister-hearts in one combin'd. 
T t 
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There, as a sheet of silver bright, 
The mill-pond charms the dazzled sight, 
Deck'd with the sallow's hoary pride. 
We walk admirinp; by its side. 

We cross the dike; the field we gain. 
The fair mill-lield, a lovely plain : 
But lovelier once, all gaily drest. 
The cowslip gilding o'er her breast, 
The ruthless plough her bosom tore ; — ■ 
The golden cowsUp charms no more. 
But Julia, Lady of the plain. 
Recalls her native charms ag^n ; 
Her verdant robe again we view : 
O ! had she cail'd the cowslip too ! 



We come to FuUer's-Court, the square '' 
For widows fam'd and maidens fair. 
Here ray dame Fuller keeps her home. 
And three fmr daughters grace the dome : 
Enter the portal when you will. 
And all is neat, and all is stllL 
There Julia's ever-open door, 
Encompass'd by the siraling poor : 
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as 



Or to the right direct thine eyesy*— <— 
The thread industrious Mary pUes : 
Though small her house, her heart is wide, 
For Truth and Friendship there reside. 

We pass the gate : how fine the sight <{ 
The trees their bending heads unites 
In the blest cool we move along, 
Regal 'd with the wild warblers* song< 
The village, through the arches green, 
A-s through a long perspective, seen. 

Emerging from this lovely shade, 
A beauteous open is display'4 ; 
And hedges neatly dipt declare 
That Jonathan inhabits there. 

O'er the trim fence now cist thine eye. 
The variegated landscape spy j 
The sloping hill, upon whose side 
The CTOve erects its sable pride, 
** Majestick, though in ruins.* % - 1 ■ ■ ■ 
Ah me! my bleeding heart is sore, 
'to see the spoils of Ballitore :• 
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In honour to the sacred dead. 

Mar not this venerable shade. 

Not honour for the sacred dead 
Can save this venerable shade ; 
The axe inflicts tlie frequent wound. 
The Hamadryads' shrieks resound i 
The falling trees the grass o'erspread. 
And CUo droops her languid head. 

Turn to the left : that structure tall 
Encloses those within its wall. 
Who, great by blood, but greater far 

By manners and by -v-irtues, are ; 

Alas, what woes \vait Ballitore ! 



And must the plains your loss deplore f 

The three ftiir damsels on the right 
With looks so sweet allure our sight ; 
And, like their hospitable sire, 
They kindly, " Can't you stay ?" inquire. 

See in the grove that structure neatt'i 
Here we for worship often meet : 
D may we doth'd in silence hear )| 

The stiU, sra;ill voice for ever ne«r ! 



r 
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But, not to place antl form confin'd. 
The worsliip of th'all-perfect mind 
Doth, Uke the sun, its beams impart. 
And loves the temple of the heart. 

How pleasant the surrounding grove. 
Where the gay students love to rove ! 
ITie stately fir with verdant head. 
Dear to the Muse the beechon shade, 
Uiiited, form a calm retreat 
From glowing summer's raging heat. 
Mere with soft breath the tuneful flute 
To gentle Echo makes it suit ; 
Though not in strains so softly gay. 

As blooming H U was wont to play. 

Too vent'rous boy, where dost thou rove. 

Far distant from this peaceful grove? 

Beyond the vast Atlantick's wave, 

Dost thf)U the thund'ring battle braver 

Or fainting, pale and bleeding lie. 

No tender parent weeping by ? 

Perhaps sad recollection strays 

To former scenes, and happier days ; 

lb scenes, which must return no more,^— 

Thy flute, this grove, and BaUitoii.-. 



L 
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What piercing cries assail our ear ! 
Alas, the house of shunter's near: 
The bleating lamb pours forth its life» 
Trembling beneath the bloody knife; 
The lordly bull there meets his deaths 
Unwilling he resigns his breath. 
The grove re-echoes to his roar; 
tlie axe, the bane of BaHitore^ 
In his broad front inflicts the wound. 
And his black blood o'erflows the groumL 
Such scenes of murder we decline. 
Harsh to the Muse's eyes and thine. 

The hammer sounds: there walls arise 
And here a ruin'd mansion lies; 
This ruin'd mansion I revere. 
Here first my father drew the air. 

And now the school approaching near, 
A humming noise salutes our ear ; 
The busy bees, who sip the flow'rs 
Which blossom in Parnassian bow'rs. 
Rich stores of honey thence convey. 
The treasures of a future day. 
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- rhe door unbarr'd, with mirth and glee 
Alley rush, and hail sweet Liberty, 
ime, we'll attend the sprightly train, 
,d view them sporting on the plain ; 
1th rosy cheeks, and hughing eyes, 
;h to his dear amusement hies ; 
ITiis b'.l-. the bounding bal! to fly; 
That sends the feather'd cork on high ; 
Some sUng the stone with dext'rous throw. 
And others bend the guiltless bow : 
Those whip the whirling top ; and these 
The rolUng marbles better please. 
One in his captive linnet joys : 
His pigeons' tendance one employs : 
These, straining cv'ry nerve, on high 
Behold the kite, in rapture, fly» 
While, as the bird of Phcebus hit. 
She smIs sublimely through the air. 
The sweets of Naiurt those invite. 
Who in their gardens gay delight : 
To sow the tender seed in earth, 



, And careful watcli the ; 



birth. 



: springing 
I To see the flow'r its leaves unfold, 
With crimson stain'd, and bright with gold j 
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Or on their mossy seats recline. 
And studious court the gentle Nine^ 



Amongst the throng my darling P i 
Pomes singing on, devoid of care ; 
Bdov'd by all, for o'er his head 
Scarce six unspotted years are fled. 
Sweeter than spring's first blossoms he ; 
But, Davids not more sweet than thee^ 
O fairest flow*r that gracM our shade. 
How soon did all thy glories fade ! 



Though winter comes, it hath its charms ; 
£*en winter's cold their bosoms warms : 
Fearless they tempt the frozen tide. 
And o'er the slipp'ry surface glide ; 
Or with incessant pains and care 
On high the sno>\y pillar rear ; 
Or in the hall, at close of day, 
(While six fidr tapers lend their ray,) 
lliey turn th'instructive page, and find 
A feast to feed th'immortal mind. 
Some trace the map with curious eye, 
And point where different kingdoms Ue; 



r 
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^ere those self-taught the pendl guide. 
And imitate the garden's pride ; 
While these, with more exalted views. 
Record the labours of the Muse. 

Say why each eye so bright appears. 
Why ev'ry cheek contentir.ent wears ! 
See where divine Hygeia stands, 
And scatters blessings from her hands; 
She o'er the cheek the roses spread. 
And ting'd the Up with brighter red. 
Kindled the lightning of the eye, 
. And taught the nimble feet to fly. 
Not all the jewek, which adorn 
The crown by Britain's monarch worn, 
,1 Can equal, or compare at all 
I With those that grace my father's hall. 
(| 

I, Withdrawing from the busy throng, 

A youth soft stealing moves along, 

i J a yclept, wliose up-cast eye 

Explores the wonders of the sky ; 



U a 




For 'tis his innocent delight 
To ken the glories of the night. 
Now bright Bellatrix he surveys. 
And Saturn's more refulgent rays, 
The Polar star admiring views, 
And Venus bath'd in ev'ning dew8. 

Scorn not these scenes, which simply pteasea 
Great Burke once led a life like these ; 
Though Britidn's cause he now maintains. 
He sported on these verdant plains. 



Yet these — e'en these have ills to bear ; 
(No state on earth is free from care :) 
Perhaps, in playful transport tost, 
The ball, or shutde-cock is lost j 
The pigeons stray, the linnet dies. 
And sorrow swells the brightest eyes : 
Or, when the kite sublimely sails, 
Up-born by all the flying gales, 
The cord is broke ; — she downward flies, ^ 
And distant fields receive the prize. 
Or, when the gardens shine most bright, 
(Alas, how transient is delight !) 
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Some roving dpgi in IhkM^ss koytft 
Has trampled down t^p ijiire^ fliJ\y;'f.» 
Or filthy s^^ine, vAUk b^iM^ tfist^. 
Has laid the pride o£ sujnni^r waste. 
Or, when they ht^pe secijre to glide. 
Descending raiu. hfts m^rs'd their slide ; 
Their pillar, late so snowy white, 
Deform'd and spoil'd,, disgusts the s^h):. 

Lo ! the poor taiiifF, pent on high. 
From the sick chamber casts his eye ; 
Beholds their sports with jealous pa^n* 
And wishes for his health again- 

See allforlorn the new-come btiy ! 
Tasteless to him each scene of joy i 
How does he solitary roam. 
And whines and sighs, and thinks of home 1 
Some thoughtless lads deride the swain. 
While others pitying sooth his pain 
Thus (while they wipe his tears away ) ; 
« like thee we mourn'd : but now can say, 
" No joys mure sweet than these ihoult find ; 
" So give thy sorrows to the wind." 
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Alas, what grief — should Vice invade 
With backward steps this ifarned shade j 
Or Folly, with unmeaning face. 
Intrude into this happy place ! 
No longer are ye dear to fame, 
But fall a prey to guilt and shame ; 
Your glory fades, and ye no more 
Are deem'd the pride of Ballitore. 
But heav'n avert the fatal day. 
Which takes your innocence away ! 

Here leave we the gay, giddy throng. 
And move with careless steps along 
To where these various houses rise. 
Of aspect mean, and small of size: 
The Burrow this is cail'd ; and here 
The trades, a smiling train, appear. 
First highly fax'our'd Edu'ard see ; 
A triple crown is wreaih'd for thee : 
Thee Crispin teaches all his arts, 
And Hermes fluent speech imparts ; 
See gen'rous Phcebus too reveal 
The great, the godlike pow'r to hca( : 
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There his dependants you may, spy,. 
Poor, pale^ and ia a garret high:' " , f 7 

Yet her e >' < <?* en here Content is found;.; f 
ITieir songs the tatter*d roofe rebound. . .?: nr •> 

Where yonder steed un^^-illing s^inds, ^ 

Murry the low-roof'd forge commands} 

. ■ *' ' 

Farrier and smith : hb wondrous skill 

Has reached beyond tlie distant hill :— - 
But while I write what changes rise! 
The village mourns; poor Murry dies. 

Learning's the growth of Ballitore: • 
With caution (^ tl^at dose^hut door ; .i v 

High on aa antique chair of state 
There, the schooltmistreas keq)s b^ sesit ; 
Her little subjects standing by 
Their horn-book} and their sam[ders ply. 
Watching with fear her awful nod. 
And tremUing at the lifted tckL 

These mouldering {ders, the Burrow-gate, 
Beneath each per b plac^ a ses^t, 
Froni whence the never-wearied eye 
As far as FuUer's-court can spy : . 
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The trees so green, and houses white. 
With mingled beauties charm the sight. 
The old,, the gay, the grave, the young 
Oft to the village-forutn throng : 
Here ragged poUticians muse. 
And tell the Hst'ning crowd the news ; 
The vet'ran here, his dangers o'er. 
Breathes the sweet air of Ballitore. 

But all, astonish'd and dismay'd. 
Behold the havock of the shade; 
For just before their wond'ring eyes 
The cruel desolation lies. 
Onward we move — how sad a scene ! 

The ditch fill'd up, — the open green, 

The trees cut down, — all bleak and bare :- 

Ah, what a dismal sight is there ! 

All as she vjew'd, and view'd with pain. 

Thus sung the Muse, but sung in vain : 

** Oh thou (thy name 111 yet conceal,) 

** Foe to the graces of my vale, 

" If Sdence blcss'd thy early years, 

** If e'er the Muses heard thy call, 
" Kty the Hamadryads' tears, 

" Nor bid their verdant honours Ml : 
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" Ah, never, never be it said, 
*' That thou deform'd thy native shade ! 
" Yonder I see my mangled grove : 
" What insults must ihe Muses prove I" 

In vain the Hamadryad weeps ; 
'ITie Muse her song in sorrow steeps 
In vain : regardless of their tears, 
Fate and great Plutus stopp'd his ears. 
The lovely trees, with arms outspread. 
Bow the green honours of their head ; 
They bow to gold, whose pow'rful sway 
Corrupted human kind obey. 
This surely did thy heart inthrall, 
And caus'd that mighty elm to fall ; 
That mighty elm, which long had made 
With spreading boughs a grateful shade : 
Around the trunk sad Clio twin'd, 
But told her sorrows to tiie wind :— - 
Prostrate it falls, alas ! no more 
The grace, but grief of BalUtorc. 
Around th'indignant neighbours throng. 
But wild amazement tied each tongue ( 
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Thou, author of its £ue, wast pleased } 
All, all but thee dumb sorrow seized ; 
Thou only smird to see its doom ; 

So Nero sniil'd on burning Rome. 

Still, as vnth pensive steps we stray^ 
The £dUng trees bestrew our way : 
Scarce Abigail's abode so trim 
Attracts our eyes with sorrow dim ; 
Though Abby's smiles, and parlour neat, 
IMight well attract the passing feet. 

Oh grief of griefs ! my dear delight. 
The Muse aghast prepares for flight ; 
Foe to the axe, the peaceful maid 
Resolves to quit her injur'd shade. ■ 
O stay, sweet Clio, prythee stay ; 

Nor leave thy lov'd, thy fair abode. 
Where thou hast deign'd to sport and play^ 

Since Burke the tuneful vallies trod: 
He with my father trod the plains. 
And ravish 'd Echo caught their strains. 
Thou didst their kindred spirits tie 
In the soft bonds of harmony ; 



^ 
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' Though rolHng years have flown away. 




1 Their friendship has not found decay : 


■ 


k^faen loolt not at the mangled trees 


^J 


[Here still are shades as sweet as these. 


^^H 


,6fae hears ; she stays, O how I'm blest 1 


' ^^t 


I feel her warm my panting breast. 


"':^H 


Behold these elms, a double row. 


':^H 


"Which by the winding waters grow! 


• ^H 


Here stood the meekly mourning maid j 


'-^^M 


She dried a crystal tear, and said ; 


< ^^H 


" Yon havock I can half forgive. 


' ^^M 


" Since thou hast left this shade to live." 


'■ ^^M 


On the new bridge fast by wc stay. 


^1 


And the RETREAT'S fair dome survey) 


; ^^M 


Graceftil she stands, and eyes her face 


^H 


In the smooth river's liquid glass. 


;^^^ 


Before the door (a grateful \'iew,) 


li^^H 


A verdant carpet Nature threw j 


./ ^^H 


With thousand colours gaily died, 


(t ^^^M 


All bright in summer's rosy pride. 


j^^l 


1 Here the diseased poor repair. 


^^1 


To tell my pitying aunt their care : 


^^1 


I X X 
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She hastens to relieve their woes, 
Bids Famine feed, and Pain repose. 

The road hence from our vill^c leads. 
Which trees adorn with bending heads ; 
So thick the twisting branches blend. 
They hide the hill we must ascend : 
So, when the present bliss we know. 
We look not at the future wo. 
This steepy hill when we descend, 
Our feet with quickest motion bend ; 
But, when ascending, leave with paui 
Hie beauties of this charming plain. 

Still on the bridge wt choose to star. 
While Phoebus shoots his ev'ning ray ; 
Wide spread the silver waters here. 
Unruffled, calm, serene and clear ; 
But strdten'd at the other side. 
With gently-tinkling murmurs glid«. 
A darker gold these waves arrays, 
On those a softer luBtre plays. 

And now the setting orb from high, 
Rolls down the blushing western sky ; 
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%round he throws his parttng £re8« 

And in a blaze of gold retirts. 
On ev'ry side we cast our eyes; 
Sehold ! the fading landscape dies ; 
TEkie glowing colours melt away, 
And tMolight dims the eye of day. 
But yonder see ! array'd in light, 
Mounts the pale empress of the mglit : 
Walking in brightness through the shades. 
Onward the host of hcav n she leads ; 
Brighter she gains th*cthcre;il way. 
And sheds around a milder day ;^ 
f*rom high beholds her silver beam 
Reflected in the lucid stream. 
The stream, rejoiced so f-ur a guest 
Should sleep upon his placid breast, 
Would fain his gliding ^^^iters stay. 
With her delightful locks to play. 

A solemn silence reigns around; 
No busy footsteps beat the ground; 
The moon no careful watch-dogs bay, 
Ho breezes shake the bending spray. 
No flute awakes the slumbering grove. 
Where not a leaf is heard to move ; 




Scai'ce heard the distant, dying sound. 
Such solemn silence reigns around. 



But hark ! what musick breaks the ni 
And fills our breasts with calm delight ? 
If Fame say true, from Erin's skies 
The tender Philomela flies: 
But sure 'tis Philomel I hear, 
Whicli pours such musick on mine ear ; 
Her varied notes so gently crowd, 
Now sofdy sweet, now thrilling loud. 
Melodious bird, whatc'er thy name. 
Which hauntest Griese's tuneful stream. 
And sing'st the summer's night away. 

Mute in the gaudy glare of day, 

If Genius of the flood thou be. 

Or if the Muse exist in thee, 

Whate'er thy name, so sweet thy song. 
Long may'st thou live, and warble long ! 
May never lifted gun destroy 
Thy precious life ; nor truant-boy 
Thy humble mansion e'er annoy ! 
But may thy soft, mellifluous strains 
Exhilarate these happy plaius ; 
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And with thy melody restore 
Peace, love and joy to Ballitore! 

Here ends our walk : — ^and here, my friend, 
The gay description I shall end. 
These lines present no fancied view, 
Twas Truth the faithful landscape drew. 
Here, from the busy world retired. 
This fragrant air I first respir'd; 
And here may all my days be spent. 
With Innocence, and sweet Content, 
With Contemplation, ever calm. 
And Friendship, life's most precious balm ! 

But where are all these blessings found* 
Unless by thee. Religion, crown'd? 
O be tliou first to gain my breast. 
And be it worthy of the guest! 
Content and Innocence appear, 
Celestial maid, when thou art here. 
Thou raiscst Contemplation's eye, , 

To seek the blest abodes on high : 
Our friendships form'd by thee endure; 
Tis thou our blessings canst r^ecure j 



[ 
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Thou bidst our passions all subside > 



Be thou my guardian^ and my guide ! 
Then, in this sweet, sequestered shade^ 
More lovely by thy presence made. 
Remote from envy, care and strife, 
)Calm will I pass my quiet life} 
Taste purer joys, when these are o'er. 
And lay my bones in Ballitore. 
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VIEW OP 



BALLITORE. 

Taken Jrom MounUBleak. 



f the fresh morning of my early days, 
^ile the gay dreams of fancy floated round, 
ated on this fair hill, with raptur'd eyes, 

c'd the beauues of the vivid scene, 
jid fram'd the ardess lay.* Revolving years 
lave somewhat chang'd the scene. Beneath the ase 
The stately grove has faD'n, and left expos'd 
'I"o pubUck gaze the graves of those we lov'd. 
The village now attracts the passing eye ; 
The modest village, seated in tlie vale. 
While fair behind ascends the gracefiil hill, 
Crown'd with nine trees, whose summit seen iSar 
My heart has hail'd, while journ'ying to my home. 
By absence dearer made. And there appears 
The lov'd paternal roof, embow'r'd in shade,— 
The stately ash, — the orchard's twisting boughs, — 

* Alluding to *' The View i" a poem wiiiuii in very early 
life. 
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»» And ever^eens, defying winter's frown,-' 

Deserted now ! No more the master dear 

, • ** Walks forth to meditate at even-tide," 

Amidst his garden's blooms : to happier climes 
His spirit pure has fled. No more his mate 
Tends her sweet flow'rs, relixing thus her mind, 
Her careful mind, anxious for general g^ood* 
Now second childhood has resumed the reign ; 
And hinoccnce, guide of her blameless life. 
Gilds the sweet ev'ning with the ray serene, 
£scap*d from all the horrors, all the woes. 
Which burst upon this valley, since those hearts 
So exquisitely feeling cous'd to feel. 
Blest while their noble talents they employed j 

■ 

Blest when tlicir noble talents they resign *d : 
For wortliily they us*d them. Now wq leave 
That spot to tender recollection dear ; 
The eye moves gently onward, where the bridg 
Her arches throws across the silver Griese, 
Which, oft meand'ring, lingers in the vale. 
There tliick the clust'ring habitations stand. 
And high amid them towYs the ample roof. 
Beneath whose shelter oft Hibornia's sons 
The lore of science learn'd : Ah, not untauarht 
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^ITie lore of virtue too ! Illustrious Burke, 
^Here dawn'd the beam of thine efiulgent day: 
^And here (a kindred spirit) W — gh — n glow'd 

■ With promises as fair ; till the h:trd hand— 
^ The hand unnatural of paternal hate— 
Crush'd all his graces in the early grave :• 
And there, thou lov'd companion of my life, 
The seeds wore planted by Affection's hand. 
Which grew and flourish'd fair, and o'er my head 
A grateful shield and shelter now bestow. 
You worthy pair, who in this mansion nile» 
Long may your influence tn the vale be felt. 
Around your board iong bloom your olive plants. 
And long your gentle neighbours cheer, with whom 
You now divide your foof ! O dreldftil morn,J 
Though nature smii'd in summer's glories gay. 
And breathing fragrance ! Dreadful was the mom. 
When she, the meekest of her sex, beheld 
'llie ra^ng host, on blood and plunder bent. 



• See page 197, 

J The village of Bailitorc 
(he military : during 
to caufe deep regrjt. 



t given up for two hcun to 
that short ipice much wai done 
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Her substance rend away so justly eam'd. 
And fill her quiet house with uproar wikL 
She saw} she trembled; and her fakVing tongse 
Refused its office : yet her gentle heart 
Felt no resentment, thankful that her life 
Escaped iheax savage hands : but in that house 
She could abide no more ,— thou^ once the spot 
Most lov'd on earth : for there her parents dwdt: 
There her dear sisters and her brother dear 
Girded the joyous hearth; and there she watch'd 
Thar spirits* parting flight. O never more 
May terror vex thy mind ; but with thy friend^ 
Thy faithful Anna, whose angelick mien 
Beq;)eaks a spirit half undoth'd, enjoy 
The sacred gift of friendship, and the band 
Draw doser, which ev*n Death shall not untie ! 
There, half retired and half reveal'd to aght. 
While the gay garden spreads its bloom around. 
The Cottage stands, surveying all the charms 
Which wood and water, hill and vale, unite. 
Twas Juliet's penetrating eye which fix*d 
The beauteous site, and Juliet's .beaming smiUi 
Approved the rising work, — then pass'd away 



r 
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To gUd another sphere. There lowly lies 
My humble home, devoid of outward grace. 
Yet the soft nest of dear, domestick love, 
j\nd cordial friendship. Ye will witness this. 
Ye maidens lov'd, with whom we share our roof. 
And share our hearts. Together we have joy'd. 
Together mourn'd ; and surely now we know 
Joy may unite, but sufF'ring knits the band. 
What sights of ■ grief, of terror and distress 
Have pass'd, since by our door the drowned maid 
Was borne by weeping friends ! Sad prelude this 
I'o scenes of deeper wo ! 1 lere War's stern voice 
Roar'd horrible, und lhreati.n'd death around 
Without discriiui nation. I'arty-rage 
Here seiz'd its victim with assassin-hands. 
And, pale and mangled on the bloody earth. 
The graceful form of lov'd Horatio lay. 
Long did the spot, stain'd with his precious blood, 
■ Arrest the passing foot, and wake the sigh 
And starting tear. He had a heart to feel ; 
And many a heart has deeply felt for him ;-^— 
Felt for his widow'd wife, his beauteous babes. 
Who, t^\■initlg round their hopeless mother's neck, 
Call'd on their tender sire with bitter cries. 
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Wmk die md widov and Ii«r baba depfar d» 
BAM Am piaaie of i fcwirnkL pief 
five (if tkf brfait w firam'd cdr kansiB 



Tka thoie tktt breast moit ttd ! Here skTwiy poH^d; 
The long lad fvn'iai of the haplesB yoodiy 
Whom Tioiatcd Ismb coodeira'd to cfie ; 
Whoie wretched father, when his age's hope 
Tom from hb arms he saw in prsoo bcuiid* 
Awhile he rair^d, wi'h sudden frenzjr fir'd. 
Then with his sacrikgions h^nds he ttopp'd 
His own sad breath. The li^ii^ fim'ral here * 
The living fun*nl — paso'd before our eyesj 
Such bight as ne'er before oar eyes behdd, 
And never may they meet such sight again ! 
The martial band on stately coursers rode, 

X The unfortunate father of a young man who suficred 
for offencei sgainft the Goveniment, pur an •«§ lo 
hif Ofwn life. 

^ Two convidf passed sirongly guarded through BalG* 
tore, to Miflcr death st the place where their crime 
had been committed. 
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^■Jlieir poUsh'd armour glitt'ring in the sun : 
pidkilent they in;irch'd : — it was the march of death ! 
3ound on the cart the mournftil victims sate: 
^Health through their veins impell'd the circling blood, 
^tNature had far remov'd the stroke of death, - 
9 The stroke of death their fellow-man ordains ! 
Onward they move, their coffins by their ade: 
No friend accompanies to sooth that hour 
Approaching dark with fate ; the pitying eye 
L Pursues the path, the path which ends in death ; 
The throbbing heart beats quick, and firm disclaims 
The right of man to take that life away, 
^ His Maker's gift. O princely Leopold," 
Did thy blest spirit from its place of rest 
Behold this scene? Why canst not thou impart 
A portion of thy spirit to the minds 
Which frame our laws ? Our virtuous laws were then 
Guiltless of blood : Revenge and gloomy Hate 
Would prowl no more ; and Reformation's reign 
Would spread jls influence o'er the peaceful land. 
Then had our eyes been spar'd the doleful sight, 

* Leopold, Aichduke of Tii*c*ny, formed « code of 
Laws, by which he abolislicil the punithn)ein of death 
thrcughout his Jinninioiii. 




The lifeless body of the slaughler'd youth,* 
Borne like the slaughtered beast diahonour'd by 
Rash was the blow ! Offended Justice frown'd. 
And Mercy wept. O ye companions dear. 
Who moum'd with us the woes which others fe)t» 
How well did ye participate our own ! 
Can 1 forget ? No, I can ne'er forget 
Those hours of anguish when my partner dear. 
The father of my infants, hopeless lay 
Upon the bed of pwn. The midnight hours 
Were wdtness to your cares, your tender cares. 
While with ^nd hands ye rais'd his drooping htaA\ 
While with kind words ye sooth'd my aching heart. 
And when restor'd to me and life again 
Ye saw the friend ye lov'd, how did your souls 
With gen*rous transport in our joy unite ! 
With us ye wept, when the paternal pangs 
Our hearts crush'd sore ; when, like the new^ropt ro« 
While yet unfaded, lay our iovely child. 
Prey of untimely death ; when chilling fear 
CongeaI'd the vital flood, more fatal far 
Than was the greedy flame : escap'd so late 
The murd'rous ball of death, which through her coudi 
t -A young man ruhly shot by the military. 
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Innoxious pass'd, when ev'n the ruiEan fierce 
Recoil'd with dread, lest innocence was harm'd! 
How oft, dear partners of these dreary hours, 
How oft has slumber Hed our midnight couch, 
Scard b/ the robbers shuut, on spoil intent. 
And threatening murder !" By my William's side 
Pleading ye stood, while at his breast were rais'd 
The instruments of death. With bafBed rage 
The brutal hand on gentle Anna lights : 
Methinks I stUl behold the streaming blood 
Stain her white neck, and clot her auburn hair! 
Methinks I hear Maria's piteous moan 
Wailing her sister's wounds -with wild affright. 
Which not the plundring band could hear unmov'd 
Distrest and madden'd with the stings of guilt 
And stripes of Justice, still their hearts could feel : — 
With accents chang'd to pity's gentle voice. 
With aspects fall'n, they from the scene retir'd. 
And O may such a scene return no more ; 
But may we long enjoy our tranquil rest, 
With grateftil hearts, and thankful for our lot [ 

• The winter following the rtbcllion, llie inhabitant* 
of the village were frequently auailetJ in thcii houM» 
by midnight robbers. 
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Now raise the eye, where on the sloping hill 
Ascends the mansion fair : the mansion fair 
Its venerable master boasts no more ; 
No more, with outstretch'd hands and cordial smite, 
He greets the stranger, while his ruddy cheek 
Btill glows with health, and while benevolence 
Still sparides in that eye, though sev'nty years 
Had long since glided o'er that snow-white hi 
iUas the change ! though on the verdant lawn 
Th'unconscious flocks in peaceful silence feed, 
Though there the garden, nurtur'd by his handy 
Invites the early spring, — he is not there 
To mark the bloom ! Alas ! the good old man 
Lies lifeless on his couch ; and to that couch 
Brought from a wat'ry grave. O sight of wo ! 
O Mght to waken Pity's tend'rest tear ! 
Close to his breast his lovely daughter lies ; 
To her bare bosom strains the breatliless forn* 
Hour after hour, indulging fruitless hope 
With vital heat to animate again 
Th'extinguish'd pulse. My William, while our st 
Pass'd from the alter'd mansion once so gay. 
Dost thou remember what a mournful look 
We caiit behind ? acd when we trod the plsin. 
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fere late the grove in graceful verdure wav'd, 
jret assail'd us ; and tlie cottage there 
^*d to view where our sweet infant bloom'd, 
|r cold and mould'ring in the silent clay, 

liv'd the feelings of paternal pain ? 

ire, rear'd by Taste, the modest dwelling rose, 
.which Horatio his Maria led, 
tlooming bride : sweet was the dwelling then 1 
ir lonely, roofless, stand the mould'ring walls, 
all-devouring flame decreed a prey, 
i monument of ruthlcKS party-rage. 
ef has bedimm'd thy vale, O Ballitore : 
rage of war has fill'd it with dismay; 
axe has marr'd its shades ; yet still my heart 
igs fondly to that spot where first it beat : 
•rnal fondness, and cormubial love, 
filial hopes have met my wishes there, 
friendship firm, and social neighbourhood. 
» let my blameless days glide quiet by ! 
I was tlic vnsh I fram'd in joyous youth j 
hange that wish has altered. Fortune, Fame, 
gifts I ask not. Here with calm Content 
lester'd let me live, — with Peace expire ! 



Z z 



On E. S. leaving Ballitore. 



When Corydon left the sweet vale. 
Where first he beheld the fair U^t, 

Soft sorrows were heard in the gak. 
And sighs broke the ^ence of mght 

It was not the grace of lus ft>nn. 
Nor his skill when he pip*d on his reed^ 

WMch thus could the villagers charm. 
Which won all their hearts for his meed: 

TwAS that Wit, which, so sportive and gay» 
By Good-nature was ever restrained ; 

'Twas that mind, which in youth's slipp'ry way 
By Honour and Truth was sustained. 

Now the ocean our Corydon ploughs ; 

Now a dty receives the lov'd youth : 
But £iithful for aye be his vows 

To Good-nature and Honour and Truth. 



Si 



ToT. W. 



ho lamented the cutting dcfwn qfjine thorns^ belonging 
~'to Lord Lmvtliery mtd -w/io dreaded ike Jate qf some of 
the Jinest oaks in England, 
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HOU moum'st thy fav'rite walk, my friend j 
O let me mourn with thcc ! 
For well I know the looks, which bend 
O'er the lov'd, fallen tree. 

Why slept the Muse, when the loud stpokeit 

Disturb'd the quiet glade ?— — - 
Arouse her, ere the destin'd oaks 

The threaten'd blows in^-ade. 

For she will touch, with softest strain. 

The chords by Pity iwin'd ; 
And sure she will not plead in \M\ 

To noble Lowther s mind ! 



Then shall the lyre as pow'iful prov« 
As erst in Orpheus' hand : 

His musick bade the forest vtcne ; 
Thine bids tlie forest standi 
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1^ Marriage oflL- B. and H. D. 
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WlULE its glad master leads his bride 
To B f d*8 lovely bow'rs, 
' What fragrance floats along the gale! 

How brightly bloom the flow'rs ! 

Fair spread the lawns, wide wave the trees. 
And birds on ev'ry spray 
' Seem, while responsive notes they pour,. 

To hail this happy day. 



Sweet smiles the bride; the raptiir'd youth 

Forgets his ten years* pain : 
O never may the constant heart 
, Be doomM to sigh in vain ! 



And thou, feir maid, who grant *st the meed 

To Love and Mefit due. 
Hear, while the Muse prophetick sings. 

This day thou ne'er shalt rue. 



I 
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^' Farewell, ye fields so fresh and £adr, 
*^ In summer's glowing beauties drest ! 

" My weary s^e reigns your care, 

'^ Which oft has pleas'd, and oft opprest* 






Fail£W£ll, thou garden, whence the breeze 

So frequent wafts the rich perfume! 
Rear'd by my hand, fiurewell, ye trees, 
^ \\ hich now with autumn's promise bloom ! 
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And you, ye natives of the shade. 
Who wave on high the graceftil head! 

My hand your tender fibres laid. 

Where now your ample roots are spread* 



" Thou mansion simple, yet beloved, 
^^ Receive thy master's fond farewell! 

** Here sweet domestick joys I prov'd ; 
" Here sorrow bade my bosom swelL 



If 
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D R. B E L L, 

On Behalf of BaUitore Sjxrw. 



r ROM that sweet vale to Science dear. 
That vale which boasts thy name. 

High rank'd amidst her fav'rite sons. 
To hand her own to fame } 

Hear, while, her injur'd spring besude. 
The drooping Naiad moums, 

She claims thy friendly aid, — to thee 
Her pensive eye she turns. 

If ever, while these sylvan glades 
Thy childish footsteps prest. 

The charms of Nature won thy gaze. 
And touch'd thy feeling breast :. ■- 

If here the gen'rous seeds were sown. 
Which now a shelter spread. 

And comfort's balmy dews distil 
To iooth the hunting head :■- "" 

3 A 
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Then chase Obli^don's sullen form. 
Which long my stream defil'd; 

For here of old Hygeia stood^ 
And sweet thy Goddess smil'd. 

So, while disease and pain retire 
Far from this fivoiirVi wdl^ 

The Nai^ Dryad, and the Muae 
Shall join to UcM their BtUI 



'} 



ON THE DEATH OF 

LETITIA COLLES, 



Aged SiT. 



While soft regret calls forth the tender tear. 

Which falls on sweet Letltia*s early tier. 

And pensive memory sadly seeks to trace 

Th'angelick beauties of her mind and face ; ■ 

To the fond throbbings of paternal grief 

Tis Heaven alone can minister relief. 

Tes ! Heaven shall sooth their hearts with anguish prest^ 

Dry the salt tear, and heal the bleeding breast^ 

And bid their souls in adoration rise 

To him ail-good, all-pow*rful, and all-wise. 

Who call'd their dierub to her native skies% 



TASTE. 



Oh who 18 she^ whose glances keen 
All Nature's charms descry ? 

Oh who is she) whose graceful mien 
Attracts the raptur'd eye ? 



"tks Taste; the child whom Genius lov*d 

Of all her children best ; 
Through Dawson-court the nymph has rov'd^ 

The grov^ h^ presepc^ blest. 

TwAs shef who o'er th^ trelliss'd walk 

The fragrant woodbine led ; 
Twas she, who rang'd each ludd stalk 

Along the genial bed* 

Amidst these bowers, by art unchecked. 

She framed Philodes* cell : 
Twas she these fair alcoves bedeck'4 

With ^v'ry beauteous shelL 

Nor only to the gladden'd eye 

Her joys can Taste impart ; 
But she can calm the swelling sigh, 

And sooth the sorrowing heart. 
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For oft its mistress in this shade 

Has pour'd the silent tear. 
While Mem'ry these loVd forms pourtray^dt 

Though lost, for ever dear. 

Yet Virtue o*er that blameless breast 

Shed soft the healing balm ; 
The throbs of grief her pow'r confest, 

Confest her pow*r to calm. 

And Taste she sent to cheer that hour^ 

Which languor might invade ; 
Though Nature's vernal songsters pour 

llieir musick through the glade. 

Yet lo! a brighter form we meet^ 

A form more cherish*d here ; 
Her voice than sweetest songs more sweet. 

Her smile than hope more dear, 

Blnevolence, to thee 'tis giv'n 

With lOVS of niirp<;t tclnd. 



With joys of purest kind, 
ys blessing earth, approved 
To heal that patient mind. 



JOSHUA AND MARY» 
The aged Cottagers. 



1 HE cot is humble :^ow it lies 

Fast by the river's side ; 
Worn is the thatch, the wind-be2« wall 

Has lost its snowy pride. 

*Tis poor within, — ^and Sickness there 

His deadly arrow shakes ; 
While by his victim's weary couch 

Pale Sorrow weeps and wakes. 

Yet tliose who move through lofty halls. 

On costly viands fed. 
And soft repose their dainty limbs 

Upon the downy bed. 

Might cast the glance of envy he^e'. 

And of their fate complain ; 
Might envy her, who pining lies 

Upon the bed of pain> 
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'Of. here to soften ev*ry pang 


1 


Has fili.il kindness strove i 


n 


hud iicre, unqucnch'd by age or care, 




Glows fond connubLU love. 




Ufe's adverse blast had Joshua known. 




And fek misfortune's chill : 




yet blest content his cottage chcer'd ; 




i'or Mary cheer'd him still. 




ffiGH fifty years have sped their flight 




Since tlicir glad bridal day j 




But f^thful Love, a spark from Heav'n, 




Can never know decay. 


\ > 


But now on Joshua's hoary head 


I 


The weight of sorrow fell. 




When Mary call'd liim to her side» 


," 


To speak the sad farewell. 




His hand between her trembling hand'? 




With feeble force she press'd; 




Apd on her lip his trembling lip 




The kiiis of love impresu'd. 
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And when the mourning sire withdrew 

Alone to vent his wo, 
The daughter's feelings only those 

Who feel like her can know. 

Foe deep within her struggling breast 
Her sorrows would she hide; 

And to her mind, and to her frame^ 
Indulgence still denied. 

« 

Strong are her feelings, yet must those 

To stronger duties bend. 
Absorbed in cares to cheer her sire^ 

Her mother's couch to tend. 

The rains descend, the river swells^ 

Its banks oppose no more j 
And Lucy $ces the spreading flood 

Approach the cottage door. 

" Fear not, my mother, in these ann^ 
" rU bear thee hence away; 

** Thy Lucy, thy devoted child, 
'• Shall be her parent's stay. 



r 
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** Alas ! the night is dark and drear, 
•* The flood roars wild and wide j 

•* And these cold wintry blasts shnll chill 
*' Her Ufe's low ebbing tide." 

Om where shall hapless Lucy turn. 
From sorrow to remove ? 

To Him, who, as a father strikes. 
But with a fatljer's love : 

To Him, who, when the elm»tree fell 

Beneath the tempest dread. 
The mighty ruin turn'd a^idc. 

And spar'd this humble shed : 

To Him, whose all-commanding voice 
The ' winds and wives obey ; 

£ven now behold the lU'ods subside* 
And at - i_ threshold stay! 

To Him, who caii th* o'erwhclining tide 
Of deepest grief restrain ; 

To Hun, whose mercy now rebukes 
llie minister of pain. 

3 B 
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For when soft hope had ceas'd to cheer^ 

And all her fate deplor'd; 
The fainting matron rais'd her head^ 

To welcome life restored. 

Oh then the feelings which illum'd 

The ^e and daughter's eye ) 
Those feelings Wealth mi^t envying view. 

But Wealth could never 



UNJUST CLAIM. 

— ^«^ — 

V^EASE, haughty Scotia, and no more 
Vaunt of thy Chief, thy Bard of yore. 
• Fingal the brave, of noble name, 
.And Ossian, sweetest child of fame, 
ITic Hero, and the voice of song. 
To Erin's sainted isle belong," 

TwAs thus the blooming auth'reas spoke. 
And her htig tresses proudly shook. 
The brightest maid of Scotia's coast 
Heard, not unmov'd, the mighty boast : 
Though calm her breast as summer's sea, 
It rose, indignant, at the plea ; 
Ihough mild as spring lier azure eye. 
Yet kindling spirit we might spy ; 
Glow'd her soft cheek with deeper red, 
While thus the lovely patriot said : 

" Dear to my heart is Erin's strand ; 
Fraternal love, and Friendship's band 
Attach me ta the smiling land. 




THE "UNJUST CLAIM. 



And bravely have her Heroes bled. 
And sweet her Bards have sung ; 
Nor envy 1 th'illustrious dead 

Th'applause of heart or tongue. 
But never shall I yield the d^m 
Of my own Caledonia's fame : 
Her Hero, and her Bard of old, 
Sweet was the Bard, the Hero bold, ' 
Fingiil, the first in galbnt fight, 
And Ossian, 'midst his darkness bright ! 
Fuji many a CJiief on Highland hill 
These ancient records treasure still ; 
These records, which so dearly prove 
Our title to the names we love. 
And oft the weary sons of toil 
With native songs their cares beguile ; 
The soii^s which mourning Ossian sune. 
While sad Malvina's harp was strung. 
Fair autli'ress, may just praise be thiue^ 
And fame's ovm wTeath thy brows entwia 
But seek not, as the high reward, 
My country's Hero, and my country's 



A B B Y's PARLOUR. 
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JN OW twice twelve years have roll'd along. 

Since Abby's parlour daim'd my song i 

Then gaily flow'd the artless rhyme. 

For I was in my youthful prime. 

And will you wonder if the strain 

Shall in this channel flow, again ? 

True: Time o'er me his hand has flung; 

Yet the soft Muse is evei' young : 

My spirits and my strength decay ; 

Yet the blithe Muse is ever gay. 

And on this groupe «he loves to gaze. 

Worthy the songs of former days ! 

Still Abby here maintains her place, 
Her cordial smile, and courteous grlce ; 
While by her side her daughter dear 
Her short'ning day delights to cheer, 
And both, with smiles and accents sweety 
These brilliant lads and lasses greet. 

Fair as the snow-drop on the plain. 
So fair, so pure, is lovely Jane: 



S8S ABB Y's PARLOUR. 



Her beauteous eyes and iv'ry amiy 
And mild good-nature's dearer charm 
Combin'dy what heart feels not alarm ? 

The rose-bud, wet with mcnming dew. 
Fragrant its scent, and bright its hue^ 
O who that budding rose can see. 
Sweet Bessy, and not think on thee? 

Eliza, with her form of grace. 
Her wit, and ^ mind-illumin*d face,'* 
Bright sparkled her^, and by her side. 
By virtue as by birth allied. 
Her brother sate, with aspect nuld. 
On whom fair Science gracious smil'd. 

And here two stranger-youths are found 
Where'er they tread 'tis dassick ground ; 
The Mantuan reed and Grecian lyre 
))y turns their ardent bosoms fire; 
Tet modest worth, and artless truth 
3till more adorn their blooming youth. 

And here my yet unopen'd flow'r. 
My Deborah, in this sotial bow'r, 
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^3iann'd with her privilege^ shall find 

lExainples fit to charm her mind. 

'Wliile pleas'd I greet the circle dear, 

I view them through a tremUing tear ; 

.And Mem'ry fain uould forms poortray, 

Ijong sleeping with their kindred day. 

Cease Memory and thy task rettgp^ 

This hour, bright hope, this boor be thine. 

And long may festive joys round Abby's parfeur shine! 



B. H. with his Aunt's Profile, 
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V^LOS'D are those eyes in endless night. 
Those eyes, which sparkled once so bright : 
Pale are those lips, whose winning smile 
Could grief of half its pangs beguile : 
For ever mute that charming tongue. 
Where Truth, Persuasion, Pity hung ; 
Which could, with sweetest grace, impart 
ITie dictates of the purest heart. 
Yet ev'n this shadow shall be dear. 
Embalm 'd by MemVy's precious tear. 
Long as our lips thy name repeat. 
Long as our hearts ^^^th life shall beat. 

Dear youth, upon whose glowing breast 
This lovely image is imprest 
In colours which shall never fade, 
Receive, for thou will prize, this shade. 



THE PROCESSION. 



* ROM tlie vale the procession mov'd silent and slow, 

And slowly ascended the hill : 
lis the maids of the village these honours bestow, 
And the riles due to Friendship fulfil. 

To deck the green grave where their Ellen is laid. 
And her Mary lies low by her side, 
'They crop the KWcet flow'rs of the spring ere they fade, 
And Purity's symbols provide. 

The cross borne before by a virgin's iair hands, 
And the garland for Innocence meet, 

The flow'r-burden'd baskets, the white taper wands, 
This scene of mild sorrow complete. 

The sbene touch 'd the stranger, — and gently she sigh'd. 
For compassion was thron'd in her soul ; 

And down her soft cheek, while the damsels she eyed, 
The tears of true tenderness stole. 
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** And this b a tribute to merit,** she said, 
^ A tribute the heart most approve ; 

^ The living instructed, and honoured the dead, 
^ By these duties to Friendship and Love' 

Y£s, worthy these duties, and worthy thy tev 

Was Ellen, who kmiy is hid : 
With sniiles ever ready her parents to cheer. 

While her industry lent them its aid. 

R£TiR*d as the vi*let, and firesh as the rose. 
While youth's early dawn promised gay : 

See the tyrant small^pox all his terrors disclose, 
iVnd mark this sweet bud for his prey ! 

While o'er Ellen's couch, where distemper rag'd wi 

Little Mary unconscious redin'd. 
Contagion has blasted thy bloom, hapless chSd, 

And both to the dust arc con«ign*d. 

Then, ye maidekis, who now from the fiiU flowing hes 
Drop your tears on your lov'd Ellen's grave. 

Never let from your view these examples depart 
Whidi her worth and her innocence gave* 
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ON THE 
SI 

DEATH OF MY DEAR MOTHER. 

"• CjLAD Nature now unfolds her ample breast 
To catch the gales of spring, and all around 

- Is fhn of life and joy. My sister lov'd, 
Raise thy sad eyes, and join the gen*ral sndle : 

^JPor thou hast watch'd, with more than filial love. 
With more than filial care, through the long nights- 
Through the drear udnter, which obscur'd a mind 
Once beaming bright in Reason's purest ray. 
But now the morning dawns ; the spring returns 
To the freed spirit in its native clime : 
Yet never more a mother's anxious eye 
On us shall turn ; no more a mother's lip 
Shall pour instruction ; — for instruction flow'd 
By precept and example from that breast, 
Where candour, piety and nierCy dwelt. 
Her's vrds the heart for otJiers prompt to feel ; 
Her's ViTZs the hand extended to relieve ; 
And hcr's was judgment clear, and taste, combined 
With honest truth ai:d plain simplicity. 



when taste and judgment fell a shapeless wreck, 
When that kind hand could deal relief no mwe, 
When consolation and when wisdom dwelt 
No longer on that tongue, — ^yet that dim eye 
Oft glisten'd with affection's tender tear. 
While fondly turn'd upon the forms she lov'd,_ 
And when, with pitying love and soft regret. 
We view'd the gentle smile which frequent pUy'4 
Upon the pallid cheek, ah, who could mourn 
That childhood, free from even childhood's caro, 
Had luU'd that active spirit to repose ! 
And grateful Mem'ry on that faded form 
Dwelt with respectftil eye j while from the lip 
Of Poverty the ardent blessings stream'd 
On her who sooih'd, who pitied and reliev'd. 
The daring band, who bore the steely pikes 
Through the once peaceful valley, st^n'd ■with bkiod«' 
The armed soldier breathing fierce revenge, 
The midnight robber, bursting ev'ry bar 
Which guards domestick quiet, — all rever'd 
Virtue cnshrin'd in that benignant form. 
While life and health and reason yet were hi 
She thankfully the precious gifts enjoy'd. 
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Still mindfiil of the solemn close of all. 
An easy passage to her place of rest 
Was oft implor'd ; and O, thou parent, dear, 
Thy prayer was granted ; and thy spotless soul 
Without a sigh th'incumb'ring clay resigned. 






\ 
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T O 



A. S. on his Daughter's Marriage. 



XlOW pleasant 'midst our native bow*rs 

To pass the quiet day ; 
And, Uke our soft and silent stream. 

Glide unperceiv'd away ! 

Though small, my brother, be our stream. 

It swells the Barrow's tide ; 
And many a fertile mead adorns 

Its willow-fringed side. 

And though nor rank, nor wealth, nor pow'r 

Exalt our humble name, 
Yet has it won a nobler meed. 

The meed of honest feme ! 

From those fair plains, where Humber flop's, 

To distant Ballitore, 
Our grandsire came — to Science dear. 

By Virtue favoured mure. 



TO A. S. 891 



Then newly planted were these shades. 

The labours Nature bless'd; 
And simple Taste the peo{ding Tale 

In rural beauty dress*<fc' 

His blooming charge, on Griese*s banks. 

Their blameless tutw led ; 
And from his ample stores their minds 

With fair ideas fed. 

Thsre Bm^ke, ingenuous, youi^ and gay, 

Tripp'd sportive by his ade; 
And with fond rer'renoe, filial kire. 

His Uameless tutor eyed. 

TwAS then true Friendships sacred band 

Combined two hearts in one; 
And gave the youth a choKn friend, 

NSs tutor's Uamdess son. 

What— chough in cfifi^rent spheies they shooe^ 

This band still held them m^; 
Nor absence, time, nor death prev»l*d 

To rend that s^czed tie! 
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While Burke in courts and senates blaz^d^ 
And empire*s interests weigh'd^ 

Ffis father's steps our hQpM)ur'(l |dre 
Trod, in his native sha<ie« 

And then, when justly-earnM repose 

His tranquil age obtained. 
With thee his son, his staff, his hope. 

His precious trust remain*d. 

Dear was the trust ; thou felt it dear ; 

And many a worthy name. 
Formed by thy fost'ring care, arose 

To virtue and to fame. 

But who for sdence — ^u'ho for worth — 

So justly is renouTi'd, 
As that lov*d youth, whose fondest hopes 

Thy daughter*s hand his crown'd ? 

Thy daugliter, — ^lovely as the flow'rs 
Which form th^ wreath of spring : 

Sweet as the fragrant, fanning *gales. 
Which life and gladness bring ! 
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^Meek^ modest, with retirement's veil 

Her mind its treasure hides ; 
Yet, stedfast as the Polar star. 
From duty never slides* 

Such gift thou gave : that kindred soul 

Such gift alone sufiic'd ^ 
And to its full extent the boon 

That kindred spirit priz'd. 

Now with blest omen, genVous pair, 

Begin your bright career! 
The friend's warm wish, the poor man^s prayer. 

To you is ever near. 

"While soft on many a parentis breast 

Olid expectation plays; 
Receive the litde, smiling band. 

The hope oi future days. 

And while you mould the ductile mind, 

Enrich'd by Wisdom's lore, 
O let yourselves the modeb be !• 

The parent asks no more. 
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VIEW FROM MOUNT- ANVIL. 



OTOP) charioteer, and let me gaze awhile ; 
For Art's and Nature*s charms around me smile : 
There the broad ocean bids the soul expand ; 
There, gemm'd vnth villas, shines the fertile land; 
There, wide extended, fair Eblana lies. 
Her spires, her domes, in graceful grandeur rise. 
Blest be those domes, where Pity fix*d her throne, 
Which mild Benevolence has marked her own [ 
Here may the lonely stranger bend his feet. 
Nor dread the cold averted glance to meet ; 
Here modest Want may tell her piteous tale. 
No stem repulse bids the sunk cheek turn pale : 
While from these ample stores and glowing hearts 
Fair Charity the liberal aid imparts ; 
And from her altars purest odours breathe. 
Sweeter than all Arabia's gales bequeath. 
Long may fair Commerce on those billows ride. 
And peace and plenty flow with ev*ry tide ; 
And to these gen'rous delegates of Heaven 
Th'increasing poVr of doing good be giv*n ! 



T O 

EDWARD RUSHTON, 

OF LIVERPOOL: 

On the recovery of his Sight 



Welcome, to Ught restored, sweet bard ! 

To fahh and patience, deeply tried. 
To fortitude, the rich reward 

Unerring Heav'n has now supplied. 

Thy smile fair Nature's smile shall meet, 
While ^andng round thy raptured gaze. 

Her well-remember'd charms shall greet, 
The theme so frequent of thy lays. 

And thou shalt see the blushing dawn 
Bright o'er the swelling hills Juise*^ 
And thou shalt see the dewy lawn, 
. Where evening paints the western sides. 

And thou shalt see thy Mersey's tide 
ITirough fertile vallies gently stray ; . 

And thou shalt see the ocean wide 
The wealth of other realms convey. 



TO K. RUSHTON. OF LIVERPOOL. 



Thou seest, while joy thrills through thy vein*, I 

Thy gratulating friends draw nigh ; 
And what the modest tongue restrains I 

Shall glisten in the speaking eye. 

And thou shalt dwell upon her face, 

Whose love has chcer'd thy years of pain ; 
Thy children's op'ning beauties trace j 

And toirs shall dim thine eyes again. 
It was at Pity's sacred shrine 

The coatly sacrifice was made ; 
Thy precious sight, the spark divine, 

Quench'd, while thou lent the wretched aid. 

But now the film is drawn aside ; 

Thy heart's fond prayer is granted thee: 
Then bless the light, so long denied. 

For thou behold'st the negro free! 

I EDWARD RUSHTON, after hiving been for i 
than thiriy years txcluded from a glimpse of the world, has beat, 
by a successful operaiion, restored lo his sight, which he foft in 
his youth; when, being on hoard a Guinea ship, an infrctiooi 
disorder broke out amongst (he Negroes, lo whose relief no am 
would venture but himself In consequence of this apt of ha* 
manity, he wai seized with an inflammation in his eyes ' 
terminated in blindness. 



O N 

Reading Poems by a Lady* 



\Ar HILE Mclesina wakes the living lyre. 
And Truth and Hist'ry guide the moral song^ 

The raptur'd heart is kindled at her fire,. 
And quaffs th'harmonious tide which rolls along. 

Wealth, Beauty, Genius, all combine to pour 
Their brilliant gifts upon t^heir favorite fiur : 

Wise was the choice, and happy was the hour. 
In which these brilliant gifts united were ! 

Not her's the joy to bask in fortune's glow : 
Her simple taste from purer springs is fed ; 

"ris her's to bid the golden current flow. 
Where the bleak wilds of poverty are spread. 

bhEK not in courts :^ye shall not find her there ; 

She prov*d the pomp of court<«, and found it vain : 
Behold her seated on the rustick chair. 

Surrounded by the little, lowly train ! 
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The uncouth accents strike her patient ear. 
And oft the tedious task's repeated o*er ; 

Whilst winning smiles his wond*ring bosom dieo^ 
The little peasant learns the artless lore. 

And whilst the tear of sweet benevdence 
Adds ^enfold lustre to the radiant eye, 

Th*admiring pupil steals the side4ong gjbnoet 
And grateful feelings prompt th'unconsdous ag^ 

Thus in her breast ennobliag virtues shine. 
While meek Humility inhabits there: 

Wealth, Beauty, Genius, well may you comtnne 
Your brilliant gifts to grace your favorite fair! 



ON THE REPORT OF 

CHARLEVILLE CASTLE 

Having been destrmfed by an accidental Jire. 



And have the flames destroy'd that pile, 
llie boast and wonder of our isle. 
And laid those splendid chambers waste. 
So late the faur abodes of Taste ? 
While Taste and Genius mourn the fate 
Which gave their work so short a date, 
Tet pleased Humanity shall tell 
That not one life a victim fell ; 
And she, while rose the castle high, 
Watch'd o'er the work with anxious eye, 
And warded danger; while she spread 
Her :>acred shield o'er ev*ry head.* 

Yes, Guardian Genii of the dome. 
Still shall ye make these tow'rs yoiir home. 
No victim they to ruthless flame j 
False is the trump of noisy Fame : 
And ever hXso be each alarm, 
Wliich threats their noble Lord with harm! 

* Crest care was ukcn to prevent those employed in the 
iniilding of the castle from mrttinjg with any i^idcfit. 



LINES 



WtllTTEN ON 

A JOYFUL EVENT". 
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Y E whit« cliffs of Albion, which proudly are rearing 

Your heads o*er your faithful ally, the rough main,— 
Ye green smiling vales of my lov'd native Erin, — 

Ye mountains, the haunts of the brave Scottish swain,— 
Unite in the joy, while the tidings are telling, 
And each honest bosom with rapture is swelling. 
For Freedom's bright beam the dire cloud is dispelling. 
And her hand break:^ asunder the slave's galling chain. 

In your palmy recesses no more shall ye tremble, 
Ye natives of Africk ; nor dread to behold 

The man with fiur face, who can smifc and dissemble^ 
Then lead you his captives to barter for gold : 

Who could hear the deep groans which to Heav'n were 
ascending, 

Who could see the breast heave with deep ponies rending, 

Nor feel that the wrath from above is impending, 
Wmie his soul the strong fetters of av'rice enfold. 
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Tx band, of Humanity's rights the defenders. 

Tour courage, your wisdom, your zeal have been tried 
For Right against Wrong the unwearied contenders. 
With Truth, Justice, Mercy, all rank*d on your ade. 
The blest vict'ry is won ; while with gratitude g^owinj 
The {^ hearts of thousands yoor meed is bestowingi 
Ihrottgh your bosoms the stream of sweet peace sU 
be flowing: 
By the pure spring of con sqence that stream is suppfied. 
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DEATH OF EDITH L 



See SHIPWRECKy p. 203, 
BY R. S. 



As deep sequestered in the sacred cell. 

Where visions, raptures, inspirations dwell. 

The jnous Eldith sat, alone, retired,' 

And for her soul the bread of life desir'd ; 

The bread slie sought was granted, witli command 

To share with others in another land% 

Obedient to the word, she crossM the main ; 

No tender ties of nature could detain : 

Hibemia's isle received the welcome guest, 

9 

And the sweet harbinger of peace confess 
From house to house vnt\i holy zeal she sped. 
And brake, with hands all clean, the living bread ; 
Her words to various states of conscience reached. 
And e*en her solemn silence loudly preached. 
Faithful she laboured ; and, her service o'er, 
Qlad was returning to her native shore j 
Of self—and all she did-r-full meanly thought. 
And peace ^d preservation only sought. 
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Heaven saw, weU-pleas'd, the tenour of her mind. 

Meek, modest, humble, patient, and rest^'d ; 

But saw recorded in the book of Fate 

What sorrows would her future life await: 

He that knows aH. things knew the time was best 

To take her hence to everlasting rest ; 

Of the frsul body let a wreck be made, 

But to the port of Uiss her soul convey'd. 



T H B 

FATHER 

TO HIS 

DAUGHTJ^R. 
JBY THE SAME. 



9 

iVlART, come, let thee and me 
Look about this world, and see 
How we may most happy live. 
What the purest joy can give; 
Where is hid tlie noblest treasure. 
And what life's a life of pleasure : 
Pleasure — first in all men's view^ 
The great object they pursue ; 
In whose search their lives they spend. 
Lose their souls, yet miss their end! 

Pleasure, — ^wherc canst thou be found? 
Growth of what luxuriant ground ? 
Where's thy happy haunt ? — Oh, where, 
lJndi§turb*d by Grief and Care? 



406 THE FATHER TO HIS DAUGHTER. 

Some in sensual delights. 
Festive days, and wanton nights. 
Seek to find thee : o il in vain : 
They but find remorse and pain. 

In Ambition's lofty seat, 
And the pomp of worldly state. 
Others with asfnring eye. 
Thinking thou art thron'd on high. 
While they soar with giddy head. 
Grasp a phantom in thy stead. 

Vers'd in philosophick lore. 
The leamM thy mystick path explore ; 
With lamp of Science look about. 
And vainly hope to find thee out. 
Their lamp's false light leads them astray; 
Thou shinest in the blaze of day. 

The miser dreams that solid pleasure 
Is safely locked up with his treasure. 
And each new guinea which he hoards 
New joy and happiness affords J 
He opes liis chest : — ^the gold is there : 
But pleasure's fled — he knows not where. 




Since then, daughter of my love, 
tf\B such searches fruitless prove. 
Let us hear what Wisdom says j 
She can guide in pleasure's ways. 
Wisdom cries ** Nor sensual joys, 
*' Nor ambition's gUtt'ring toys, 
" Nor false learning's swelling pride, 
" Nor the wealth which misers bide, 
*' Solid happiness can bring j 
" Since polluted is their spring. 
" Let my humble vot'ries know, 
" Whence those happy currents flow, 
" Which through generations ran, 
" Gladd'ning the pure heart of man. 

" That's true happiness alone, 
" Which proceeds from Heav'n's high throne j 
'* Water of life, as crystal clear, 
" The just in ev'ry age to cheer ; 
" CiLlni, uninterrupted joy, 
** Without any base alloy ; 
" Sole, supreme, unmixed good, 
*' SMUts' delight, and iVngels' food, 
" Earnest of eternal bliss 
" In ajter-Ufc, begun in this." 
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Here then, daughter, let us hold : 
Thou art young, and I grow old ; 
Let us both united strive 
In all good conscience so to live. 
So to keep our vessds dean, 
^rhat we may this prize retain. 
O may this our cares engage. 
Stay to youth and staff of age ! 
Then true pleasure we shall finc^ 
Centred in a virt.uous mind. 



ON THI 

BIRTH 

OF HIS 

GRANDSON; 
BY THE SAME. 



WfXCOME be the lovely boy. 

His fond parents' hope and joy: 

By^thy birth what tender ties 

All in social order rise ! 

To the names of Husband, Wife, 

Dearest in domestick life^ 

Thou hast added all these other 

Names of Grandsire, Father, Mother^ 

Aunts and Nephew, — ties that bind 

tn close union human kind. 

Wei^come, beauteous babe! for thee 
Hath old age, with tott'ring knee, 
Wand'ring in the Muse's bowers, 
Stopp'd to cull the fairest flowers ; 
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And, with trembling hand, e*en now 
Weaves a garland for thy brow. 

Welcome thrice, my darling child ! 
Sure propitious Heav'n has smil'd 
On thy birth; fer ev'ry ^ace 
Marks the features of thy face, 

« 

Where we both thy parents find^ 
Ease and dij^ilrty comlnn-d. 

Sweetest infiint, ^nce thou art 
Sent to act in life a part. 
While of ycft unconscious age. 
Ere thou tread the publick stage. 
Sunk in Ualmy slumbers, *rest 
On thy mother's fragrant 'breast. 
While thy graxuisire comes to shed 
His best blessings on thy head! 

God, before whose awful sight 
Thy forefathers walk'd aright, 
JBy his hand all-pow*rful led. 
By his gracious bounty fed. 
And his guardian-angel still 
Watching to preserve from ill, 
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Bless the lad: — and may the nam^ 
Better than all worldly fame, 
Sacred name, wliich qualifies 
For admission to the skies. 
This new n^pie, O Richard, be 
Named evermore on thee ! 



A PARAPHRASE 
ON THE SECOND ELEGY 

OF THE 

fIRST BOOK OF PROPERTIUS, 

Br THE SAME. 



Why 



thus thy locks with studious pains 



And with a silken robe thy limbs dispby : 
Why 1 



such I 



add 



sweetness, loveliest ma&M 
And seek from rich perfumes superfluous aid I 
Why Nature's beauties mar with borrow'd pride, 
And in the pomp of dress thy graces hide? 
Believe me, nothing can those charms improve; 
'ITie craft of Art's abhorr'd by naked Love. 

See what gay colours vest the flow'ry ground, 
And ivies spread spontaneous all around ! 
See how the shrub best in wild caverns grows, 
And the pure stream untutor'd winding flows! 
The shores, with native painted pebbles gay. 
Shine radiant, and lend lustre to the day : 
The birds in air their wild notes warbling flyJ 
And mock the pow'rs of studied harmony \ 



A PARAPHRASE. 



Not with false ornaments renowned dames» 
Of sweetest ancient poets sweetest tliemes, 
Lur'd the first heroes, in old time, to prove 
The painful-pleasing blandishments of love : 
But, with the force of genuine beauty's sway. 
They made the conqu'rors of the world obey. 
No glitt'ring gems did tlicir fair forms adort. 
But a bright bloom, fresh as the rosy mom : 
Lovers to g-.iin no vulgar arts they tried; 
No want of Grace where Virtue beautified ! 
Each nymph desir'd no more of beauty's praise. 
Than just to pleas* the maai she wish'd to please. 

To such -.hi these my fiur one I compare ; 
In thee their graces all united are. 
To thee Apollo grants poetick fire ; 
To thee the Muse her ow^l' melodious lyre j 
Pallas and Venus for thy sake lombinc, 
vVnd Wit and Beauty, tKeir best gifis, are ihine. 

Thus perfect in thy lovely self, complete, 
Above the splendour of exterior state. 
Perpetual plea,<!ures to my life impart. 
And fill \\ ith purest joys my grateful heart ! 



A TRANSLATION 

OF PART OF THE 

NUPTIAL SONG OF CATULLUS. 

BY THE SAME. 

As bosom'd in the secret garden grows 

The summer's peerless pride, some beauteous rose, 

From ev'ry Hostile danger fcnc'd around, 

S:ife from the browsing flocks, or ploughshare's wonmi, 

By Sol's kind beams, by genial moisture, fed. 

And fann'd by Zepliyrs in its fragrant bed : — 

Full many a youth, and many a damsel tries, ^ 

With fond desire, to gain the precious prize. ^M 

See the same fiow'r, to some rude hand a prey, i 
Its fragrance languish, and its bloom decay ! 
The youth no more, no more the damsel tries, 
With fond desire, to gwn the precious prize. 

Thits dear to all the ^drtuous maid rem: 
While her f£r form no foul pollution stains 
But once defil'd, if her's no longer be 
The radiant fiow'r of sacred chastity; 
See her, abhorr'd and shunn'd, no more appear 
To youths delightful, nor to damsels dear ! 
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DE IT£R FACIENDO KOCTF. 
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COALBROOK VALLEM, 



AUCTORE RiCARDO ShaCICLETON. 



N OCrK, soUcitus, lentus, fessus peragebam 

Ad vallem Coalbrook, incomitatus, iter* 
Vallem despeid tandem de culmine montis. 

Mens & inopino capta timore fuit : 
Fumosas etenim nubcs consurgere vidi, 

Formas dxmonicas, flammiferumque polunu 
Ferrcus hic stat pons, alter Phliegethonque sub illo 

Undb spumosis it, strepitante sono: 
niic tarda palus, ingens, deformis et ulva, 

jEstuat immunul:, Styx velut alter, aquis. 



ON TRAVELLING TO 

COALBROOK DALE, 



IN THE NIGfiT-TIME. 



BY THE SAME. 



■o: :o- 



1 O Coalbrook dale, alone, by night, 

I joumey'd pensive, slow. 
At length from lincolns-hills' proud height 

I view'd the vale below ;— — 



Dreajdful the \'iew ! — in dusky spires, 

The smoky columns rise ; 
And fiend-like forms stir up the fires. 

Which redden all the skies. 

Like Plilegethon a river pours 

Beneath an iron bridge its flood ; 

A lake, like Styx, tremendous roars. 
Black, baleful, and deform'd with myd. 

3 G 
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%nan tormrtem ga^ 



• • .*«»i ». 



^ Heu, certe,'* rfaTiam, " Tartmna hie looBot! 
AugescDiit axzxxnx tmclfin, properaiBi|ae pccrvi 

Oaram mnnditxiSy lio6|Btio(]ae ^^^^"**'"'" : 
Comker ezceptus, k amore lefeclns Ahiar^ 

Exchmo gzodens*' Hk locos f^^tnoR est.* 



FINIS, 
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Dire sounds I heard : — I saw with dread 

The fiery surges swell: 
Aghast I stopped my course, and said^ 

" Oh, sure this place is Hell!" 

At last recovered from my fears, 

I sought the stately dome. 
Where courtesy with kindness cheery 

And strangers find a home. 

Received, refreshed, and edified 

With social Christian grace. 
Beneath Abiah's roof, I cried, 

•* Sure Heav'n is in this place." 



THE END. 
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employ 
4, — joy 

15, — account 
6, — thrown 

19, — pregnant 
11, — blessing 
14, — for bled 

16, — dead 
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- maid 

- heart 

- Doro 

— torn 

— bears 

— torn 
11, — cheek 

11, — heav'ning -- 
2, — charm 
rj, — where 
14j^ — stopp'J 
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employs. 

joys. 

recouot. 

strewn. 

fragrant. 

blessings. 

bleed. 

deed. 

maids. 

breast. 

Dora. 

lorn. 

leaves. 

lorn. 

cheeks. 

heav'nlv 

form. 

when. 

slocp'd. 



i 



( 



